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The PRINCE. 


SIR, 


RITERS, who mean no | rel but their n 3 


Of undepen W and ſtedfaſt Hearts; 
will | 


Ds 2275 
— to 40 reſs Reſpect. 


Frank, as the nal Faith of ancient Time, 
Ler Truth, for once, approach the Great in Rhime i 
Nor Publick Benefit, «Ly guided, ſtray, 
Becauſe a Privaze W iſper points its Way. 


It, wond' ring, here, your Greatneſs delten 


Forms neglect; 


To ask, What's HE, who thus, uncall d, attends 2 1 7 


Smile at a Suitor, who, in Courts, untrac'd, 


* it o'erlook d, thus owns his humble Tuſte.— 


Vow'd ati Unenvier of the buſy Great; 
Too pong for Hatt vy; and roo calm for Hate > 
Hid to be H. 25 who ſurveys, unknown, _ 
The pow'rlets Cottage, and rhe peaceleſs ome, 
A clan Subje# to his own Controul - 
Of active Pa fo s, bur unyielding Soul; 

Engro of * by NO Purſuits, amus d by 47 

Bur deaf, as Adders, to Ambition s Call- 
Too Free for Pow'r 8 Prejudice ) to WIN, 
And, ſafely, lodging iberty WITHIN. S 


Pardon, Great Prince ! th unfaſhionable Strain, 
That ſhuns to dedicate, nor ſeeks to gain: 
That (/elf-reſs, Fai ) knows no narrow View ; 
And, but for Pnblick Bleſings, Courts ev n YOU?! 


Late 


DEDICATION. 
Late, a bold Tracer of your meaſur'd Mind, 
(While, by the mournful SCENE, to Griet inclin'd ) 
| I ſaw your Eloquence of Eyes confeſs 


=. poſe Senſe of BELvIDERA's deep Diſtreſs; —— 
1 | Propherick, thence, fore-deem*d che rifing Years, 
And haiPd a HAPPY NATION in YOUR Tears ! 


Snarch from the ſable Wave, the ſinking Musk! 
Charming, be charm'd ! the Szage's Anguiſh Heal; 
And teach a languid People how to feel, 2 


Then her full Soul ſhall TRAGIC Pow'y impart, 
And reach Three Kingdoms in their Prince's Heart ! 

Lightneſs, diſclaim'd, ſhall bluſ it ſelf away; 

And reas' ning SENSE * forgotten Sway. 
Love, Courage, Loyalty, Taſte, Honour, Truth, 

Flaſh'd from the Scene, re-charm our liſt'ning Vouth: 

And Virtues (by YouR Influ'nce form'd) ſuſtain 

The future Glories of their Founder s Reign. - 


Nor let due Care of a protected Stage, 
Misjudg*d Amuſement, but ſpare Hours engage. 
Strong, ſerious TRUTHs, the manly Muſe g lays, 

And leads charm'd Ro thro* thoſe fm ry Ways. 
While HrsroRY's cold Care but Fachs enrolls, 
The Musk ( pervaſive ) faves the pictur d Souls? 
2 all Egypt's Gums, embalms Mankind: 
And ſtamps ; + living Features of the MIN. 
Iime can eject the Sons of Pow'R from Fame; 
|| And He, who gains a World, may Losk his Name. 
hut cheriſb'd Arts inſure immortal Breath, 
And bid their prop'd Defenders tread on Death! 


|| Look back, lov'd Prince! on Ages ſunk in Shade? 
N And feel what DaRKkNess abſent Genius made! 

| Think onthe dead Fore-fillers of your Place 
Think on the ſtern Fir{t-founders of Your Race“ 


Oh! — ohh) touch'd! — th? inſpiring Pleaſure chuſe, | 
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Charge to their Want of Toſte, their 
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DEDICATION, 
nd, where /oft Story ſleeps in ſilent Nighr, - 
A be I Want of LIGHT, 


When, in Your riſing Grove, (no Converſe nigh ) 


BLack EDwaRD's awful Buſt demands Your Eye, 


Think, from what Cauſe blind Chronicles DEFAMR 
The groſs5-to/d Tow' rings of that dreadful Name! 
Search him thro' Fancy ; and ſuppoſe him ſhown, 
By the Long Glories to the Muss known: | 


Shining, diſclos'd, — o'ertrampling Death's Controul l 
And opening backward all his Depth of Soul! 


1 Then — breathe a conſcious Sigh, ro mourn his Fate, 
Who forw'd no Writers, like his Spirit, Great 


To kmn his living Thoughts — palt Fame renew, 


And build HIM Honours, they reſerve for You! 


i / am, 
With profound Ręſpect, 
mY 
| Your ROYAL Has 
:noſt humble b 


and abedlent Servant, 


AH, 
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H E Beauties of Nature will be Beauties ever- 
laſtingly. — If they are ſometimes eclips d 
by a Cloud of ill Accidents, they difperſe the 
dark Screen, and again become amiable. 
But, unwilling to ſuppoſe we are now un- 
1 der Influence of ſuch a Cloud, with regard 
to Dramatical Taſte, I thought it more decent, (and juſter) 
to charge irs Degeneracy to the Stage, than to the Genius or 
the Nation.. | r 7 SE B70 y: ani 
Accounting, in this Manner, for the Defect, I have of- 
ten taken Pleaſure, . ( when turning my. Search towards a 
Remedy) to conſider it, as no improbable Hope, rbar 
Young Aclors and Adreſſes, beginning, unſeduc'd by fectes 
Examples, might 89 ſome Length toward what has been 
ſaid of a celebrated Writer, „„ er 0 


b cho reach d Perfection in his firſt Ear. _ 

It requir'd, merhoughr, but the Aſſiſtance of a lively I. 
magination, join d to an eaſy and natural Power, with a 
reſolute Habitude, to BE, for an Hour or two, the very 
Perſons. they would:ſeem. — Such a Foundation for A= 
compliſh'd Acting lyes ſo open, and ſo clearly in Nature, 
that they, who find it at all, muſt diſcover it at firſt: Be- 
Cauſe, when Men are once got out of the Road, they who" 
travel the fartheſt, have but moſt Length of Way to ride 
FFF AAC ˙ 0! 
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PREFACE 70 e READER: 


Vet the Intereſted in Play-Houſes were ſo poſitive in the 
contrary Sentiment, that they ſubmitted ro reverence, as 4 
Maxim, this extraordinary Conceſſion, That Actors muſt be 
Twenty Years ſuch, before they can expect to be Maſters of the 
Air and Tread of the Stage. - NE oy 
Nov, there is but one View, in Nature, wherein I was 
willing to admir of this Argument, I was forc'd ro confeſs 
| Thad ſeen ſome particular Stage-Airs, and Stage-Treads, 
which a Man of good Senſe 7 indeed waſte a long Life 
in endeavouring to imitate, and, at laſt, Joſe his Labour ! 
However, ſince an Opinion, in Oppoſition to theſe 


Gentlemens, wanted Weight ro make that beliey'd poſſible, 


which had nor yet been reduc'd into Practice, I took a ſud- 
den Reſolution, actually to try, Who was in the Right, by at- 
zempting the Experiment. — This, I knew, was a Deſign, 
vhich, ſucceeding, would not fail to give Pleaſure to the 
Publick ; and which, miſcarrying, could produce no worſ 
— Conſequence, than my particular Mortification. 
Iiimagin'd it reaſonable, to found a Trial of this Nature, 
father on a new Play than an old One; and, asiroughr to 
bea Play of unqueſtionable Merit, it miſt have been Pre- 
ſiumption and Vanity to have caſt a Thought toward any 


Thing of my own. — Upon the whole, that I might keep 


gut of the Reach, either of Prejudice or Partiality, a foreign 


Production ſeem'd the propereſt Choice; and the ZA IRE 
of Monſieur de Voltaire, offer d me every Thing that Nature 


could do on the Part of the Poe: : Bur I had ſtill ſomething 


to wifh, with regard to that other Part of her Influence, 
which depended on the Player. 8 


Izhad, (of late) among the reſt of the Town, been 4. 
hy of all rational Pleaſure from the Theatre, by a mon- 


and unmoving Affectation; which, choaking up the 


| 4 Avenues to Paſſion, had made Tragedy forbidding an hor- 


7 


rible? 


I was deſpairing to ſeea Correction of this Folly, when 


I found myſelf unexpectedly re-· animated, by the War which 
the Prompter has proclaim'd, and is now N waging, 
againſt 2 Ranters and Whiners of the Theatre ; after having 
undertaken to reduce the Actors loſt Art into Principles, 
with Deſign, by reconciling them to the touching and 2 * 
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PREFACE 70 the READER. ii | 


ted Medium, to reform thoſe wild Copics of Lite, into fome 
KR at leaſt, of their Oyiginuls. 
| 4 Thus confirm'd, in my Senriments, I ventur d on the | 
_ 2 Caſt of two capital Characters, into Hands nor diſabled 
I by Cuſtom, and obſtinate Prejudice, from purſuing the Plain 
cker NATURE. | 

It was eaſy to induce OSMAN (as he is a Relation of m 
own, and bur too fond ot the Amuſement) ro make TY 
how far his Delight in an Art, I ſhall never allow him to 
practite, might enable him to ſupply one Part of the Proof, 
that, to imitate N ature, We muſt proceed upon natural Prin- 
ciples. 

'Ar the ſame Time, it happen'd, that Mris. EER was . 
ortunately inclinable to exert her ini mitable Talent, in ad- KIN 
ditional Aid of my Purpoſe, with View to continue rhe 
Practice of a Profeſſion, for which her Perſon, her Voice, 
the unaffeCted Senſibility of her Heart, (and her Face fo 
finely diſpos'd, for aſſuming and expreſſing the PASSIONS ) 
ZE have ſo naturally qualify'd her. 

IJ And, to give this bold Novelty of Deſign all its neceſſary 

4 | Furtherance, Mr. FLETEw 00D, who profeſſes the mott 

* generous Inclinations for Improvement of his troublefom 
| | Province very willingly concurred, in whatever could, on , 
his Part, be of Uſe to the Experiment. i 

| 5 Behold, in this little Detail, from what Motive 1 have 1 
' 7 taken upon me to throw one of the fineſt of French Plays "IF 
| 12 the Publick — If my Expectations are not ſtrangely wk 

12 it will be found, by the Event, whether our Taſte, 4 

bor true Tragedy, 18 Geclin d, or the true Art, of Ading it, 
is forgotten. 14 
; 7 From the Firſt, I can have aching to conclude, bur 4 
© that my judgment has been weak and miſtaken, 1 
3 Bur, if the laſt proves the Caſe, I ſhall flarter myſelf, js 4 

that thoſe Perſons of Quality, from whoſe imaginary Want 

of Diſcernment ſome People have not bluſt'd to derive 1 
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their dull Qualities, will, in Right of their inſulted Un- 
© derftanding, exact, for the future, a warm and toilſom Ex 
ertion of the Strong and the Natural, tho? at the Coſt of 
dhe Lazy and Alter cd. „ 
0 1 p 280 This > 
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greateſt ; and, to whatever moſt charms, we moſt cloſely 


in ſome Places, the Soul, and, in others, the Letter of the 


as ever I ſaw on the Stage, and is barely received, as he 


9 


iv PRETAcE to the READER, 


This would awaken, at once, the Reflection of many, 
who have it in their Power, to be moving and natural A- 
ctors; and, by effectually convincing them, that their pre- 
ſent Opinion is wrong, bring them over (for their ow 0 
and the publick Advantage) to embrace, and ſucceed by a 
new one. 5 e 5 

Such a Step, toward reforming the Theatre, would draw | 
on (as a Conſequence ) many of its nobler Improvements. * 
For, where Emotions are keenneſt, the Delight becomes 


adhere, and encourage it molt actively. 5 
If, in tranſlating this excellent Tragedy, I have regarded, 


Original, Monſieur de Voltaire, who has made himſelf a ve- 


ry capable Judge, both of our Language and Cuſtoms, will 


indulge me that Latitude, except he ſhou'd, in obſerving 
ſome Alterations I have made in his Names, and his Dicti- 
on, forget, that their Motives are to be found in the Turn 


of our National Diſfereuce. oy 5 = 
Alfter what 1 have ſaid of the Play-Houſes, it would be In- 
juſtice not to declare, that I exclude, from the Cenſure of 


ſpeaking, or acting, unnaturally, any one of the Perſons 
who have been caſt into ZARA. — And, in particular, 1 
muſt ſay this of Two of them, that Mr. MILIWARD, wo 
is already a very excellent, and hourly riſing to be an ac. 
compliſn'd Acton, has a Voice, that both comprehends and 


expreſſes the utmoſt Compaſs of Harmony. — And Mr. 
CIBBER, diſcerningly purſued thro the numberleſs Extent 


of his Walks, is an Achor of as unlimited a Compaſs Genius, 


deſerves, when the Town is moſt fayourable. — 


2 THE French, howe'er Mercurial they may ſeem, 


Is loſt or ſav'd, as you receive — 4 Wife: 


* With gentle Smiles ſupport her wavering Spirit. 


by Her unskill'd Tongue would ſimple Nature ſpeak, 


; Written by CorLty CiBsrs, Eſquire, 
fs Spoke by Mr. CIBBER. 


1 


Extinguiſb Half their Fire, by critick Phlegm: 
While Engliſh Writers, Nature's Freedom claim, 
And warm their Scenes with an ungovern'd Flame : 
*1is ſtrange, that Nature never ſhould infpire, _ 
A Racine's Judgment with a Shakeſpear's Fire ! 
Howe er, Ib. night — (to promiſe much we're loth ) 
But — you've a Chance to have à laſte of both. 
From Engliſh Plays, Zara's French Author fir*d, 
Confeſs'd his Muſe, beyond herſelf, mſpir'd ; 
From rack'd Othello's Rage, be rais'd his Style, 
Aud ſnatch'd the Brand, that lights his tragick Pile : 
Lara's Snceeſs his utmoſt Hopes outflewp, 
And a twice twentieth weeping Audience drew. 
As for our Engliſh Friend, he leaves to you, 
Mute er may ſeem to his Performance due; 
No Views of Gain, his Hopes or Fears engage, 
He gives a Child of Leiſure to the Stage : 
Wilmng to try, if yet forſaken Nature, 
Can charm with any one remember d Feature. 
Thus far the Author ſpeaks — but now the Player, 
With trembling Heart, prefers his humble Proyer. 
To-night, the greateſt Venture of my Life, 


If Time, you think, may ripen her to Merit, 


Zara, in France, at once an Actreſs rais'd, 
Warm'd into Skill, by being kindly prais d: 

O could ſuch Wonders here from Favour flow, 
How would our Lara's Heart with Tranſport glow ! 
But ſhe, alas! by juſter Fears oppreſt, PPS 
Begs but your bare Endurance, at the beſt. 


Nor dares her Bounds for falſe Applanſes break. 5 | ; 
= | | Anndſt 11 
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1o pleaſe — is, unpreſuming Innocence. 


In you it reſis, to ſave her, or deſtroy. 
F ſhe draws Tears . you, 1 * — for 7 gy | 


SD eee eee ee 


Selima, 4 
Chatillon, 7 French Officers, 8 0 
Oraſmin, Miniſter to the Sultan, Mr. Eſte. 


* 


1 9 R O L O G U E. 
Amid a thouſand Faults, her bejt Pr etence, 


When a ehaſte Heart's Diſtreſs your Gr ief demands,” 
One ſilent Tear outweighs a tbouſand, Hands. | 
If ſhe conveys the glenſing Paſſions - RIGHT, 

Guard and ſuppert her, this deciſive Night. 

F ſhe MisTAKES — or finds her 1 too un, 
Let interpofing Pity — break her Fall. 
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Perſons Repreſented. 


Oſman, Saltes of jeune TE By a Gentleman. 


Luſignan, /aft of the Blood of the 
Chriflias Kings of Jeruſalem, * 0 Mr. Milward. 
Mzis. Cibber, 


Zara 1 3 
? Slaves to the Sultan, Mris. Prichard. 8 


Mu. Berry. ... 
Melidor, An Officer in the Seraglio, Mr. Croſs. A 
8 C E N E, The de -aglio at Jeruſalem. 


8 SoSe s 


* 3 8 re) 
5 . 2 8 1 
. 3 
Ri M. 


N 


SD ss 


pr ink Ae ß RS 
„ REES 3 75 8 EY Typ 


THE 


ate ates 

n N . F 

r „ 
3 e 


— 
ums 


1 
3 | 
4%. 
aw 


/ 
4 


TH FE 


5 A 
| A" | x 7 
> 8 
— 82 . 
4 2 1 4 
ZN 3K 1 k # if 
25 7 — : 5 2 4 
+. "38 5 - ' SORE, . fa 
8 - 
by "4 » 4 * + , 
. © p F P 
1 SF , L e : E 1 


Lad 


7 8 2. jy 


II 
— 


AcrT I. SCENE 1. 
2 4 RA and SEL IMA. 


: SELIM 4. 


Sasseszgg sais sss ggg T moves my Wonder 3 young and beau- 
teous Zara, po N 
Whence theſe new Sentiments inſpire your 
r= >): Heart! | 3 1 
sur Peace of Mind increaſes with your 
Charms; ret | 
men Tears, now, no longer ſhade your Eyes 
es 4 ſoft Luſtre : on 
You meditate, no more, thoſe happy Climes, 

To which NVereſtan will return to guide you: 

Youralk no more of that gay Nation, now, 
Where Men adore their Wives, and Woman's Power 
Draws Rev'rence from a poliſh'd People's Softineſs: I 
Their Husbands Equals, and their Lovers Queens! — 
Free, without Scandal; wiſe, without Reſtraint; 
Their Virtue, due to N * not to Fear 
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x. TRACEDY of ZARA. 


My Fate's bound in by Sion's ſacred Wall; 


Cuſtom has learnt, from Iime, the Power to pleaſe + 


Lruſted his Faith, and, on his Word, releas'd him: 


A Stranger, and a Slave, unknown, like him, 


ee 


Why have you ceas'd to with this happy Change? 

A barr'd Seraglio! — ſad, unſocial Life! 

Scorn'd, and a Slave! All this has loſt its Terror; 

And Syria rivals, now, the Banks of Seine“ : 
Zar. Joys, which we do not know, we do not wiſh ; 


$21 
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Clos'd, from my Infancy, within this Palace, 


I claim no Share in the remorer World, 

The Sulran's Property, his Will my Law; 
Unknowing All, but him, his Power, his Fame; 
To live his Subject, is my only Hope, 
All, elſe, an empty Dream. — 


Sel. Have you forgot | | 


Abſent Nereſtan, then? whoſe gen'rous Friendſhip 
So nobly vow'd Redemption from your Chains! 
How oft have you admir*d his dauntleſs Soul! 
Ofinan, his Conqu'ror, by his Courage charm'd, 


Tho? not rerurn'd, in Iime — we, yet, expect him, 
Nor had his noble Journey other Motive, 

Than to procure our Ranfom 3 — And is this, 

This dear, warm Hope — become an idle Dream? 
Zar. Since, after two long Years, he nor returns, 
Tis plain his Promiſe ſtrerch*d beyond his Power: 


Propofing much, means little; — Talks, and yows, 
2tghred with a Proſpect of Eſcape: — 
He promis'd to redeem Ten Chriſtians more, 
And free us All from Slavery — I own, 
F once admir'd th? unprofitable Zeal, 
Bur, now, it charms no longer. — 
de, What! if er, 


He, faithful, ſhou'd return, and hold his Vow! = £ 


Wou'd you not, rhen — 
Zar. No Matter — Time is paſt; 
And every Thing is chang'd — 
Sel. Bur, whence comes this? Tu 
Zar. Go — *rwere roo much, to tell thee Zarg's Fate 3 
The Sultan's Secrets, all, agg 5 By 
R But 
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The TRAGFEDY of ZARA. 


But my fond Heart delights to mix with Thine.— 


Some three Months paſt, when thou, and other Slaves, 
Were forc'd to quit fair Fordan's flow'ry Bank, 


Heaven, ro cut ſhort the Anguiſh of my Days, 


Rais'd me to Comfort, by a powerful Hand! 


This mighty Oſinan ! 
Sel. What of him! 
Zar. This Sultan! 


This Conqu'ror of the Chriſtians! loves — 


_ Sel, Whom ? 
Zar. Lara! — 
Thou bluſheſt, and I gueſs thy Thoughts accuſe me; 
But, know me better — *rwas unjutt Suſpicion : 
All Emperor, as he is, I cannot fioop | 
To Honours that bring Shame and Baſeneſs with them. 


Reaſon, and Pride, thoſe Props of Modetty, 
: Sultain my guarded Heart, and ſtrengthen Virtue ; 
Rather than ſink to Infamy, let Chains 


Embrace me, with a Joy ſuch Love denies : 
No — TIfhall now aſtonith thee ; — his Greatneſs 
Submits to own a pure and honeſt Flame: 
Among the ſhining Crow ds which ive to pleaſe him, 
His whole Regard is fix d on Ae alone: 
He offers Marriage — and its Kites now wait 
To crown me Empreſs of this Eaſtern World. 
Sel. Your Virtue and your Charms deſerve it all: 
My Heart is not ſurpriz*d, bur ſtruck to hear it: 
If, ro be Empreſs, can compleat your Happineſs, 
Zar. Be {till my Equal — ani enjoy my Bleſſings: 
For, Thou partaking, they will bleſs Me more. 
Sel. Alas! but Heaven! will it permit this Marriage? 
Will not this Grandeur, falſly call'd a Blifs, _ 7 
Plant Birrerneſs, and root it in your Heart? 
Have you forgot you are of Chriſtian Blood? 


Zar. Ah me! what haſt thou ſaid? Why wouldſt thou 7 


thus * 
Recal my wav'ring Thoughts > — How know I whar, 
Or whence I am 2 Heaven kept it hid in Darkneſs, 
Conceal'd me from mat, and from my Blood, 


Sel. 


C 
\ 


4 The Trxacrpy of ZARA. 
Sel. Nereſtan, who was born a Chriſtian, here, 
Aſſerts, that you, like him, had Chriſtian Parents: 
Beſides — That Croſs, which from your Infant Years 
Has been preſerv'd, was found upon your Boſom, 
As if deſign'd by Heaven a Pledge of Faith, 
Due. to the God you purpoſe to forſake! „ 
Zar. Can my fond Heart, on ſuch a feeble Proof, 
Embrace a Faith abhorr'd by him I love? | | 
Lſee, too plainly, Cuſtom forms us all; 
Our Thoughts, our Morals, our moſt fix'd Belief, 
Are Conſequences of our Place of Birth: un 
Born beyond Ganges, I had been a Pagan; „ 
In France a Chriſtian; — I am here a Saracen: BY 
? Lis but Iaſtruction all! Our Parents Hand | 1 
Writes on our Heart the firſt faint Characters, 5 
Which Time, re-tracing, deepens into Strength, * 
That nothing can efface, but Death, or Heaven! — 15 
Thou wert not made a Pris'ner in this Place, 
Till after Reaſon, borrowing Force from Vears, 
Had lent its Luſtre to enlighten Faith : — 
For me, who in my Cradle was their Slave, 
Thy Chriſtian Doctrines were, too lately, taught me; 
Jet, far from having loſt the Rev*rence due, 
This Croſs, as often as it meets my Eye, 
Strikes thro* my Heart a kind of awful Fear! 
I honour, from my Soul, the Chriſtian Laws, 
Thoſe Laws, which, ſoft'ning Nature by Humanity, 
Melt Nations into Brotherhood; — no doubt, 
Chriſtians are happy; and ' tis juſt to love em. 

1 Se. Why have you then declar'd yourſelf their Foe > 
Why will you join your Hand with this proud Oſinan's? 
Who owes his Triumphs to the Chriſtians Ruin! 
By Zar. Ah! — Who cou'd /light the Offer of his Heart? 

Nay, — for I mean to tell thee all my Weakneſs; 
Perhaps I had, ere now, profeſs'd thy Faith, 
But Oſinan lov? dme — and I've loſt it All: 
; I rhink on none bur Oſinan — my pleas'd Heart, 
| Fill'd with the Bleſſing to be lov'd by him, 
i; Wants Room for other Happineſs : — Place thou, 
qi! Before thy Eyes, his Merit and his Fame, 
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| The TRACEDY of ZARA. 5 
His Vouth, yet blooming, but in Manhood's Dawn: 
How many conquer'd Kings have ſwell'd his Pow'r! 
Think, too, how lovely! how his Brow becomes 
This Wreath of early Glories! — Oh! my Friend! 
I talk not of the Sceptre which he gives me : — © i 
No to be charm'd with that, were Thanks too humble 
Offenſive Tribute, and too poor for Love! 998151 
ITwas Oſman won my Heart, not Oſinan's Crown: 
Ilove not, in him, aught beſides himſelf. 18 1 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, that theſe are Starts of Paſſion ; 
But had the Will ot Heav'n, leſs bent to bleſs him, 
VDoom'd Oſinan to my Chains, and me to fil! 
The Throne that O/inan firs on Ruin and Wretchedneſs 
Catch and conſume my Wiſhes, bur I wou'd — 
I Toraiſemero my Gf deſcend to him. | 
\ Sel. E hear, merhinks, his Step—*Tis he—he comes 
1 1 . Ts [E Selma. 
Zar. My Hzearrprevenred him, and found him near; 
Abſent two whole long Days, the flow-pac'd Hour, 
At laſt is come and gives him to my Wiſhes ! 
Enter Oſman, reading a Paper, which he re- delivers 
. to Oraſmin. e 
 Oſm. Wait my Return — or, ſhou'd there be a Cauſe 
That may require my Preſence do not fear 4 
To enter — ever mindful, that my Own Exit Oraſmin. 
_ Follows my People's Happineſs. — At length 
Cares have releas*'d my Heart — to Love, and Zara. 
Zar. T was not in cruel Abſence ro deprive me 
Of your Imperial Image — every where 
You reign, triumphant: Memory ſupplies _ | 
Reflexion, with your Power; and you, like Heaven, 
Are always preſent — and are always gracious. | 
 Ofm. The e my great Anceſtors, bequeath'd 
Their Empire to me, but their Taſte they gave nor; 
Their Laws, their Lives, their Loves, delight not me: 
I know our Prophet ſmiles on am'rous Withes, 
And opens a wide Field to vaſt Deſire m: 
I know, that, at my Will, I might poſſeſs; | 
Thar, waſting Tenderneſs, in wild Profuſion, = - 
I might look down, to my ſurrounded Feet, FO 1 
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And bleſs contending Beauties. — I might ſpeak, Thu 
| Serenely ſlothful, from within my Palace, £ Tol 
And bid my Pleaſure be my Peoples Lam. Tol 
Bur ſweet as Softneſs 1s, its End is cruel ; Tol 
can look round, and count a Hundred Kings, 1 
'Unconquer*d by themſelves, and Slaves to others: 4 0 
Hence was Jeruſalem to Chriſtians loſt; Wh 
But Heaven, to blaſt that unbelieving Race, 1 0 
JITaught me to be a King, by thinking /ike one. Th⸗ 
Hence, from the diſtant Euæine to the Nile, 2 We 
he Trumper's Voice has wak'd the World ro Warn 
Yer, amidit Arms and Death, thy Power has reach'd me: | 7 
For thou diſdain'ſt, like me, a languid Love; 10 
Glory, and Zara, join — and charm together. WC 
Zar. H hear, at once, with Bluſhes, and with Joy, 2 Th 
This Paſſion, ſo unlike your Country's Cuſtoms. = C 
fm. Paſſion, like mine, diſdains my Country's Cuſtoms. | 
The Jealouſy, rhe Faintneſs, the Diſtruſt, Shi 
The proud, ſuperior Coldneſs of the Eaſt: 2 RW; 
I know to love you, Zara, with Eſteem ; No 
Jo truſt your Virtue, and to court your Soul. Ni 
Nobly confiding, I unveil my Heart, I Itt 
And dare inform you, that *fis All your own: V 
My Joys muſt Al be yours — only my Cares = 
Shall lye conceal'd within, — and reach not Zara. = 
Zar. Oblig'd, by this Exceſs of Tenderneſs, See 
How low, how wretched, was the Lot of Zara An 
Too poor with aught, but Thanks, to pay ſuch Bleſſings“? Ib 
Ofm. Not ſo — I love — and wou'd be loy'd again; Fa 
Let me confeſs it, I poſſeſs a Soul, e An 
That wiſhes, all it wiſhes, ardent ly. C 
I ſhou'd believe you bated, had you Power BK Tc 
To love with Moderation : Tis my Aim, Ia 
In every Thing, to reach ſupreme Perfection. IV 
If, wich an equal Flame, I touch your Hear, [Bu 
Marriage attends your Smile — bur know, *rwill make Su 
Me wretched, it it makes not Zara happy. Is 
Zar. Ah! Sir, if ſuch a Heart, as gen*rous Oſinan's, TI 
Can from my Will ſubmit to take its Bliſs, | Bu 


MWhat Mottal ever was decreed fo happy! 1 
Pardon the Pride, with which I own my Joy; Thus, 
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Thus, wholly to poſſeſs the Man I love! 

To know, and to confeſs, his Will my Fate! 

Io be the happy Work of his dear Hands! 

Tobe ; 

== Enter Oraſmin. 

; Oſin. Already interrupted ! What? 

Who: — Whence? „ HED 

2?  Oraſ, This Moment, Sir, there is arriv'd 

That Chrittian Slave, who licens'd on his Faith, 

Went hence to France, — and, now return'd, prays Au- 

1 . . 

Zar. Aſide.] O! Heaven! F 

Oſin. Admit him What? — Why comes he nor > — 

' Orof. He waits without; —no Chriſtian dares approach 

This Place, long ſacred to rhe Sulran's Privacies. 
| Ofm. = — bring him with thee — Monarchs, like the 

\ 55 un, | 585 

Shine but in vain, unwarming, if unſeen: 

© With Forms and Rev'rence, let the Great approach us, 

Not the Unhappy, — every Place alike, 5 

Gives the diſtreſs'd a Privilege to enter. [ Exit Oraſmin. 

Ithink, with Horror, on theſe dreadful Maxims 

Which harden Kings inſenſibly co Tyrants. 

3 Re-enter Oraſmin with Nereſtan. 

Wer. Imperial Sultan! honour'd ev'n by Foes! 

See me return'd, regardful of my Vow, 

And punctual to diſcharge a Chriſtian's Duty! 

U bring the Ranſom of the Caprive, Zara, 

Fair Selima, the Partner of her Fortune, a 

Andof ten Chriſtian Caprives, Pris'ners here. 

4 You promis'd, Sultan, if I ſhould return, 

Jo grant their rated Liberty: — Behold, 

I am return'd, and they are yours no more. 

I wou'd have ſtrerch'd my Purpoſe to myſelf, 

Bur Fortune has deny'*d it; — my poor All 

Suffice no further; and a noble Povert 5 

Is now my whole Poſſeſſion: — Iredeem 

The promis'd Chriſtians, for I taught them Hope. 

But, for myſelf, I come again your Slave, 

To wait the fuller Hand of future Charixy. 


* 
% 
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Qin. Chriſtian! I muſt confeſs thy Courage charms me ; . 

But let thy Pride be taught, it treads roo high, tr 
When it preſumes to climb above my Mercy. — 1 

Go, Ranſomleſs, thy ſelf — and carry back Di 
Their unaccepted Ranſoms, join'd wah Gitts, inv 
Fit to reward thy Purpoſe: — Inſtead of Ten, 2 i Ye 


Demand a hundred Chriſtians ; they are thine : Bu 
Take them — and bid them teach their haughty Country, | 2 M 


They left ſome Virtue among Saracens, — fea 
Be Luſignan, alone excepred — He, 14 
Who boaſts the Blood FT Kings, and dares lay Claim Res 
To my Feruſulem — That claim his Guilt! . 
Such is the Law of States; had I been vanquiſh d, Fa 8 
Thus had he ſaid of me : — I mourn his Lot, 275 
Who muſt in Fetrers, loft ro Day-lighr, pine, = 
And ſigh . Age in Grief and Pain. — Th 
For Zara — but to name her as a Captive, E 
Were to diſhonour Language: — ſhe's a Prize ne 
Above thy Purchaſe ; — all the Chriſtian Realms, in 
Wich all their Kings to guide them, wou'd unite, El W. 
Ja vain, to force her from me. — Go, retire — An 
Mer. For Zaru's Ranſom, with her own Conſent, = 
Ihad your Royal Word — For LA, gnan — | 
Unhappy, poor, old Man — 1 
Oſin. Was I not heard? 
Have I not told thee, Chriſtian, all my Witt: > 
What, if I prais'd thee! — This preſumpruous Virtue, | 
_ Compelling my Eſteem, provokes my „„ che 


Be gone — and, when to-morrowꝰ's Sun ſhall riſe, 
On my Dominions be not found — too near me. 


Exit N eren. vo 


Zar. [ Aſide. ] Aſſiſt him, Heaven 1 6. Ap 

_ Oſm. Zara, retire a Moment — | Th, 

Aſſume, throughout my Palace, Sovereign Empire, The 
Vfhile I give Orders to prepare the Pomp, ind 
That waits to crown the Miſtreſs of my Throne: II An. 
Leads ber out, and returns. þ 

Oraſmin! didſt thou mark the i imperious Slave? I un 


What could he mean? — he ſi 2 — and, as he went, Bey 
Turn'd, and look d back at Zara! — digſt thou gr it. al : [ 
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4 Or. Alas! my Sovereign Maſter ! let not . 
Strike high enough to reach your noble Heart. e 

O ſin. fealouly fſaidſt thou? I difdain it: No! 1 — 
D iſtruſt 15 poor; and a miſplac'd Suſpicion = 
: Invites, and juſtifies the Falſhood fear'd — 

: Vet, as I love with Warmth — fol could hate! 1 

: But Zara is above Diſguiſe and Arr: — 

: My Love is ſtronger, nobler, than my Pow'r. 

| Jealous! — I was not jealous — If I was, 

Il am not — No — my Heart — bur, let us drown 

7 Remembrance of the Word, and of the Image: | 

My Heart is fill'd with a diviner Flame. — 

60 — and prepare for the approaching Nuprials ; 3 

Zara, to careful Empire, joins Delight. 

£ I muſt allot one Hour to Thoughts of State, 

1 Then all the ſmiling Day is Love, and Zara's. 
4 [Exit Oraſmin: 
1 Monarchs: b by Forms of mpous Mis'ry preſt, 

In proud, unſocial Solitude, unbleſt, | 
Would, bur for Love's ſoft Influ*nce, curſe their Throne, 
And, among crowded Millions, live alone. 

L one 7 the 112 . 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
NE REST AN. CHATILLON. 


| Chat, K fo Atchleſs Nez eſtan ! generous and great! 

Bo You, who have broke the Chains of eren 
Slaves 

von, Chriſtian Saviour | by a Saviour ſent! 

Appear, be known, enjoy your due Delight; | 

Ihe grateful Weepers wait to claſp your Knees ;. 

They throng to kiſs the happy Hand that ſav'd them: 2 l | 

- Indulge the kind Impatience of cheir Eyes, e 

And, at their Head, command their Hearts for ever. 

' Ner. Illuſtrious Charillon! this Praiſe o 'erwhelmsmesg 

What have I done beyond a Chriſtian's Duty? bi & 

Beyond what you would, in my Place, have done? 

1 Sp True — it is my honeſt * > ys 3 hn 

1 Nays 
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Nay, 'tis the Bleſſing of ſuch Minds as ours, p 


For others Good to facrihce our own. — 
Yer, happy they, to whom Heaven grants the Power, 
To execute, like you, that Duty's Call ! 

For us — the Relicks of abandon'd War, 

Forgot in France, and, in Fernſalem, 


Left to grow old in Ferters. — Oſinan's Father 
Confign'd us to the Gloom of a damp Dungeon, 
Where, but for you, we mult have groan'd our Life; 
And native France have bleſs'd our Eyes no more. . 
Ver. The Will of gracious Heaven, that ſofren'd Ofinan, | 


Inſpir'd me for your Sakes ; — Bur, with our joy, 


Flos, mix'd. a bitter Sadneſs — I had hop'd 
_ To fave, from their Perverſion, a young Beauty, 


Who, in her Infant Innocence, with me, | 
Was made a Slave by cruel Voradin ng, 
When, ſprinkling Syria with the Blood of Chriſtians, 
Caſarea's Walls ſaw Lufignan ſurprisd, = 


And the proud Creſcent riſe in bloody Triumph ; 


From this Seraglio, having, young, eſcap'd, 


Fate, three Years ſince, reſtor'd me ro my Chains; 


Then, ſent to Paris on my plighted Faith, 

I flatter'd my fond Hope, with vain Reſolves, 

To guide the lovely Zara to that Court, 
Where Lewis has eſtabliſh'd Virtue's Throne 3 — 
Bur Oſinan will detain her — yer, not O nan; 


Zara herſelf forgets ſhe is a Chriſtian, 


And loves the Tyrant Sultan! Let that paſs: 
I mourn a Diſappointment, ſtill more cruel; 


The Prop of all our Chriftian Hope is loſt ! 


Chat. Diſpoſe me at your Will — Iam . own. 
Ner. Oh, Sir! Great Luſiznan, ſo long the 
That laſt of an heroick Race of Kings 


Thar Warrior! whole paſt Fame has fill'd the World! | 


Oſman retuſes to my Sighs, for ever! 


Chat. Nay, then, we have been all redeem'd in yain ; 


Pexiſh that Soldier, who wou'd quit his Chains, 


And leave his noble Chief behind in Fetters, _ 


Alas! you know him nor, as I have known him; 


Thank Heaven, thar plac'd your Birth ſo far mur f. W 
1 | F From 


eir Captive, 
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} From thoſe deteſted Days of Blood and Woe; 
Hut I, leſs happy, was condemn'd to ſee 
Thy Walls, Jeruſalem, beat down — and all 
Our pious Fathers Labours loſt in Ruins! 
Heaven! had you ſeen the very Temple rifled! 
I he ſacred Sepulchre itſelf profan'd! 
Fathers, with Children, mingled, flame together! 
And our laſt King, oppreſs'd by Age and Arms, 
| Murder'd — 1 bleeding o er his murder'd Sons! 
Then, Laſignan, ſole Remnant of his Race, 
Rallying our fated Few amidſt the Flames, 
PFearleſs, beneath the Cruſh of falling Towers, 
I The Conqu'rors, and the conquer d, Groans, and Death! 
Dreadful — and waving, in his Hand, a Sword 
EKed with the Blood of Infidels — cry'd our, 
This Way, ye faithful Chriſtians! follow ne 
Wer. How full of Glory was that brave Retreat! 
Cbat. Twas Heaven, no doubt, that ſav'd and led hinz 
- ans. 
\ Pointed his Path; and march · d our Guardian Guide: 
Me reach'd Ceſarea —— there, the general Voice 
| Choſe Lufignan, thenceforth, to give us Laws; 
Alas! 'twas vain —— Ceſarea cou'd not ſtand, 
When Sion's Self was fall'n! — we were berray'd; ; 
And Laſignan condemn'd, to Length of Life, | 
In Chains, and Damps, and 2288 and Deſpair: 
| Yer, great amidſt his Miſeries, he Jook'd, 
As if he cou'd not feel his Fate himſelf, 
But as it reach'd his Followers : — And ſhall we, 
For whom our gen'rous Leader ſuffer d this, 
He vilely ſafe? And dare be bleſs'd without him? 
Mer. Oh! I ſhou'd hate the Liberty he ſhar*d not: 
I knew, roo well, theſe Mis'ries you deſcribe, _ 
For I was born amidſt chem C hains, and Death, 
 C2ſarealolt, and Saracens triumphant, = 
Were the firſt Objects which my Eyes eꝰ er look*d on. ; 
| Hurried, an Infant, among other Infants, | ; 
[ | Suarch'd from the Boſoms of their bleeding Mothers, vE 
A Temple ſav'd us till the Slaughter ceas'd ; . 
| Ihen were We lem to this ill- fated N e oy 
1 B 2 Here, 
k 


i 
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Here, in the Palace of our former Kings, 
To learn, from Saracens, their hated Faith, 
And be compleatly wrerched. — Zara, too, 


Sbar'd this Captivity; we both grew up, 


So near each other, that a tender Friendſhip 


Endear d her to my Wiſhes : — My fond Heart — 
Pardon its Weakneſs! bleeds to ſee her loſt, WE ak 
And, for a barb*rous Tyrant, quit her God! 


Chat. Such is the Saracens too fatal Policy! 
Warchful Seducers, ſtill, of Infant Weakneſs : 
Happy, that you, ſo young, eſcap'd their Hands! 
But let us think — May not this Zara's Int'reſt, 
Loving the Sultan, and by him belov'd, 


For Luſignan procure ſome ſofter Sentence > 
The Wiſe and Juſt, with Innocence, may draw 


Their own Advantage from the Guilt of others. 
Ner. How ſhall I gain Admiſſion to her Preſence > 

Oſiuan has baniſh'd me — bur that's a Trifle ; 

Will the Seraglio's Portals open to me? 


Or, cou'd I find that eaſy ro my Hopes, 
What Proſpect of Succeſs from an Apoſtare > 


On whom I cannot look without Diſdain; 
And who will read her Shame upon my Brow > 
The hardeſt Trial of a gen'rous Mind, 


Is to court Favours from a Hand it ſcorns. 


Cbat. Think, it is Laſignan we ſeek to ſerve. 


Ner. Well — Ir ſhall be attempted — Hark ! who's this > 


Are my Eyes falſe > Or, is it really She 2 | 
5 N Enter Lara. | 


Zar. Start not, my worthy, Friend, I come to ſeek you 5 
The Sultan has permitted it; fear nothing : —— 


Bur, to confirm my Heart, which trembles near you, 


|  Soften that angry Air, nor look Reproach; 
Why ſhould we fear each other, both miſtaking > 


Aſſociates, from our Birth, one Priſon held us, 
One Friendſhip taught Affliction to be cam: 


Till Heaven thought fit to favour your Eſcape, 
And call you to the Fields of happier France ; 
Thence, once again, it was my Lot to find you, 
A Pris ner here; where, hid amongſt a Crowd 
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Of undiſtinguiſh*d Slaves, with leſs Reſtraint, * 


I ſhar*d your frequent Converſe ; — 


It pleas'd your Pity, ſhall I fay your Friendſhip 2 
Or, rather, ſhall I call it gen rous Charity ? 
To form that nohle Purpoſe, ro redeem 
Diſtreſstul Zara — You procur'd my Ranſom, 
And, with a Greatneſs that out- ſoar d a Crown, 
Keturn'd yourſelf a Slave, to give me Freedom! 


But Heav'n has caſt our Fate for different Climes; 


Here, in Feruſalem, J fix for ever: 

Vet, among all the Snine, that marks my Fortune, 
I ſhall, with frequent Tears, remember yours; 
Your Goodneſs will for ever ſooth my Heart, 


And keep your Image ſtill a Dweller there. 


Warm'd, by your great Example, to protect 
That Faith that lifts Humanity ſo high, 
I'll be a Mother to diſtreſsful Chriſtians. 


Nez, How ! — You protect the Chriſtians! You, who can 


| Abjure their ſaving Truth! — and coldly fee 
| Grear Luſignan, their Chief, die ſlow in Chains? 


Zar. Jo bring him Freedom, you behold me here, 


You will this Moment meer his Eyes, in Joy: 


„* 4 


Chat. Shall I then live to bleſs that happy Hour 2 
Ner. Can Chriſtians owe fo dear a Gift to Zara? 
Zar. Hopeleſs, I gather'd Courage to entreat 


The Sultan for his Liberty — Amaz d., 
So ſoon to gain the Happineſs I wiſh'd ! _ wt 
dee; where they bring the good old Chief, grown dim 


Wich Age, by Pain, and Sorrows, haſten'd on. 


Chat. How is my Heart difloly*d with ſudden Joy 
Zar. Tlong to view his venerable Face, | 


! Bur Tears, I know not why, eclipſe my Sight! 


I feel, methinks, redoubled Piry for him; 


But I, alas! myſelf, have been a Slave; 


And, when we pity Woes which we have felt, 


is but a partial Virtue. . 5 
Nier. Amazement! — Whence this Greatneſs in an 


Infidel! 185 N 
Enter Luſignan, led in by two Guards. | 
Luſ. Where am I > What forgiving Angel's Voice 46 


q i Has call'd me to reviſit long-loſt Day? 
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Aml with Chriſtians > — I am weak — forgive me, Pori 
And guide my trembling Steps 3—— I'm full o Tears, 


Vet Miſery has worn me more than Age. 5 he 
[Seating himjelff) Am J, in Truth, at Liberty? „„ 
Chat. You are SE © 21777; 
And every Chriſtian's Grief rakes End with yours, _. Nam 


Lu. O Light! O dearer far than Light! that Voicel] Pult, 
_ Chatillon! is it you > — my Fellow-Martyr! Iſtar 
And ſhall our Wretchedneſs, indeed, have End: > That 
In what Place are we, now? -— my teeble Eyes, 
Diſus'd ro Day-Light, long, in vain, to find you. 
Chat. This was the Palace of your Royal F athers, 
is, now, the Son of Voradin's Seraglio. 
Zar. The Maſterof this Place — the mighty 2 2 
Diſtinguiſhes and loves to cheriſh Virtue. 
This generous Freuchman, yet a Stranger to you, 
Drawn from his native Soil, from Peace and Reſt, 
Brought the vow d Ranſoms of Ten Chriſtian Slaves, 
imſelf contented to remain a Captive: 
Bur Oſman, charm*d by Greatneſs like his own, 
To * what he lov'd, has giv'n him You. | 
So generous Fr ance inſpires her ſocial Sons! 
The have been ever dear, and uſeful to me 
Would Iwere nearer to him — Noble Sir | 
|[Nereſtan approaches. 
How have I merited, that you, for me, : 
Should paſs ſuch diſtant Seas, to bring me Bleſſings, 
And hazard your own Safety for my Sake? 5 
 Ner. My Name, Sir, is Vereſtan — born in n, 
T wore the Chains of Slav*ry from my Birth, 
Till, quitting the proud Creſcent, for the Court 
Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his Eye 
I learnt the Trade of Arms: — The Rank I hold, 
Was but the kind Diſtinction, which he gave me, 
Jo tempt my Courage to deſerve . 
Your Sight, unhappy Prince, would charm his Eye: 3 
That beſt and greateſt Monarch, will behold, 
With Grief and Joy, thoſe venerable Wounds, 


And print Embraces where your Fetters bound Four: .- 
an you will m 5 Martyr ; 3 5 


Paris, 
. 

LH 

4 

* 
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Paris, the Refuge, ſtill, of ruin'd Kings! een 
Lu. Alas! in Times long paſt, I've ſeen its Glory: 
When Philip, the Victorious, liv'd — I fought, 
Abreaſt, with Montmorency, and Melun, 

D' Eflaing, De Weile, and the far- famous Conrcy ; — _ 
Names which were, then, the Praiſe and Dread of War! 

e But, what have I to do at Paris, now? | 
I ſtand upon the Brink of the cold Grave; 
That Way my Journey lies — to find, 1 hope, 
The King of Kings, and move Remembrance, there, 
Of all my Woes, long- ſuffer'd, for his Sake, — _ 
You, generous Witneſſes of my laſt Hour, 
While I yer live, aſſiſt my humble Prayers, 
And join the Reſignation of my Soul. 
'Nereſtan ! Chatillon! and you — fair Mourner! 
Whoſe Tears do Honour to an old Man's Sorrows ! 
Pity a Father, the unhappieſt, ſure! 
That ever felt the Hand of angry Heaven! 

My Eyes, tho' dying, {till can furniſh Tears: 
Half my long Life they flow'd, and ſtill will flow! 
A Daughter, and three Sons, my Heart's proud Hopes, 
Were all torn from me in their tend'reſt Vears; 
My Friend Chatillon knows, and can remember 

Cbat. Would J were able to forget your Woe. 

% Laſ. Thou wert a Pris'ner, with me, in 9 

And there beheld'ſt my Wife, and Two dear Sons, 
periſn in Flames — They did not need the Grave 

Their Foes would have deny d them ! — I beheld it; 
xy and Father ! helpleſs, I beheld it 

Deny*d the mournful Privilege to die! 

If ye are Saints in Heav'n, as, ſure, ye are! 

Look, with an Eye of Pity, on That Brother, 

That Siſter, whom you left. — if T have, yer, 

Or Son, or Daughter: — for, in early Chains, 

Far from their loſt and unaſſiſting Father, 

heard that they were ſent, with Numbers more, 

Lo this Seraglio; hence to be diſpers'd 3 

In nameleſs Remnants, oer the Eaſt, and ſpread 

Dur Chriſtian Mis'ries round a faithleſs World. 


% 
© 
5 


50 


| Chat. Twas true for, in che Horrors of that Der, 


5 


5 ef 
* +. 
Þ 


Fiorc'd the loſt Innocent, who ſmiling lay, 
And pointed, playful, at the ſwarthy Spoilers! 
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I ſnarch'd your . Infant Daughter from her Cradle; 3" 
But, 8 ev'ry Hope of Flight was yain, 5 
Scarce had I ſprinkled, from a publick Fountain, 
Thoſe ſacred Drona which waſh the Soul from by 
When, from my bleeding Arms, fierce Saracens 


With her, your youngeſt, rhen your only Son, 
Whoſe little Life had reach'd the fourth ſad Year, 
And juſt giv'n Senſe to feel his own Misfortunes, 
Was order d to this City. 

Mer. I, too, hither, 995 
Juſt ar chat fatal Age, from loſt Ceſares, 5 
, Came, in that Crowd of undiſtinguiſh'd Chriſtians— 
E Tr —— came You thence” ? — Alas! who knows 

ut 
Might io ore have ſen my two poor Children ? Z 
Looking up.] Ha! Madam ! that ſmall Ornament you 
wear, 
Its Form a Stranger to this Country's Faſhion, 
How lon has ir been yours? 85 
Zar. — my firſt Breath, Sir — _ | 
Ah! What! — you ſeem ſurpriz/d! i Why ſhould Thi . 
move you! N 
. Would you confide it to my tre mbling Hands? 
To what new Wonder am I now vreſerv d. ? 
Oh! Sir, what mean you? 
1 0 Providence! and Heaven! 
iling Eyes! deceive ye not my Hope "i 
os this be offible ! — Ves, yes — tis ſne! 
This little Croſs —- I know it by ſure Marks 
Oh! take me Heay'n! while I candie with Joy - 7 
Zar. O! do not, Sir, diſtract me! — riſing Thoughts, ; 
And Hopes and Fears o'erwhelm me! 3 
Liu. Tell, me yet, 

Has it remain d for ever in your Hands : 

What! — Both brought Captives from ir ea bikes J 
Zar. Both, both — | 
Mer. Oh, Heaven! | havel then found a F Father 2 
Ta. Their Voice! theix Looks! AS 


* * 
* ng F n 7 
Y : 
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be living Images of their dear Mother: 
O! thou, who thus canſt bleſs my Life's laſt Sand! 
Strengthen my Heart, too feeble for this Joy. 1 
Madam! Nereſtan / — Help me, Chatillun [ Riſenge 
Nereſtan! if thou oughr*it to own that Name, 
p hines there, upon thy Breaſt, a noble Scar, 
Which, ere Cæſarea fell, from a fierce Hand, 
Surpriſing us by Night, my Child receiv'd? 
Wer. Bleſt Hand! - I bear it, Sir — the Mark is there! 
Dein eng 
Ner. |Kneeling.] O Sir, — O, Zara, kneel. — 
Zar. ¶Kueeling.] My Father? — Oh! — 
Luſ. O, my loſt Children! 
Both. Oh! — f : 
 Lnſ. My Son! my Daughter! Loſt, in embracing you: 
T would now die, leſt this ſnou'd prove a Dream. 3 
(bat. How touch'd is my glad Heart, to ſee their Joy! 
| Lo. Again, I find you — dear, inIWretchedneſs : _ 
O, my brave Son !— and thou my nameleſs Daughter: 
Now diſſipate all Doubt, remove all Dread: ö 
Has Heaven, that gives me back my Children giv'n then 
Such as I loſt theni >—— Come they Chriſtians to me?. 
One weeps — and one declines a conſcious Eye! | 
Your Silence ſpeaks — Too well I underſtand ir. 
Zar. I cannot, Sir, deccive you — Oſinan's Laws 
Were mine — and Oſinan is not Chriſtian, — | 
Lu. Oh! my miſguided Child! — at that ſad Word, 
The little Life, yer mine, had left me quite, 670 gp 
But that my Death might fix thee loſt for ever. 
Sixty long Years, I ſought the Chriſtians Cauſe, 
Saw their doom'd Temple fall, their Pow'r deſtroy'd: 
Twenty a Captive, in a Dungeon's Depth, 
Net never for myſelf my Tears ſoughr Heaven; 
All for my Children roſe my fruitleſs Prayers: 
Jet, what avails a Father's wretched Joy? 
1 havea Daughter gain'd, and Heav'nan Enemy. = 
But tis my Guilt, not hers — Thy Farher's Priſon. = 
Vepriy'd-rhee of thy Faith — yer, do not loſe it 
Reclaim thy Birthright—— Think upon the Blood 


— - . 


Df Twenty Chriſtian Kings that fills thy Veins; 


1 \ 


WO.” 855 — 3 | Wha 


$ 
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What would thy Mot her feel to ſee thee thus? | 


She and thy murder*'d Brothers? — Think they call thee; þ 


Think that thou ſeeſt them ſtretch their bloody Arms, 
And weep to win thee from their Murd'rer's Boſom, 
Ev'n in the Place, where thou betray'/f thy God, 
Hedy'd, my Child, to ſave thee. — Turn thy Eyes, 
And ſee, for thou art ear his ſacred Sepulchre ; 
Thou can't not move a Step „ but where he zrod! 
Thou trembleſt Oh! admit me to thy Soul ; 
Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted Father; 
Take not, thus ſoon, again the Lite thou gav'ſt him: 
Shame not thy Mother — nor betray thy God. 
Tis paſt Repentance dawns1n thy ſweet Eyes; 
I ſee dende Truch deſcending to thy Heart, 
And now my long-loſt Child is found for ever. 
Ner. O! doubly bleſt! a Siſter and a Soul 
To be redeem'd together 
Jar. Ol my Father! 5 
Dear Author of my Life! inform me, teach g, 
What ſhow'd my Duty do: | 
Luf. By onethorr Word, 
To dry up all my Tears, and make Lite welcome, 
Say, thou art Chriſtian —- 
Zar. Sir, — I am a Chriſtian. 


Laſ. Receive her, gracious Heaven! and bleſs her for ir, þ- 


Enter Oraſmin. 
Oraſ. Madam, the Sultan order'd me to tell you, 
That he expects you, inſtant, quit this Place, 
And bid your laſt Farewell to theſe vile Chriſtians: 
You, Captive Frenchmen, follow ue; for you 
Iris my J k ro anſwer, — . 
Chat. Still new Miſeries ! 
How caurious Man ſhould be, to ſay, I'm hw ! 
Lof. Theſe are the Times when Men of Virtue prove, 
That *ris the Mind, not Blood, inſures their F irmneſs. 
Zar. Alas! Sir oh : 
Laſ. Oh, you! — I dare not name you: . 
Farewell. but, come what may, be ſure, remember | 
| AY keep the fatal Secret; rrhe reſt, 
"MP allt ro Heaven, — be faithful and be ble. 
Bud of ile Second, 4. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
OSMAN and O RAS MIN. 


| Oſm. Hkaſiuin! this Alarm was falſe and groundleſs ; 


Lewis no longer turns his Arms on me 7 


The French, grown weary, by a Length of 
Woes, | 


Wiſn not, as once, to quit their fruitful Plains, 
And famiſn on Arabia's deſart Sands. 

heir Ships, tis true, have ſpread the Syrian Seas; 
And Lewis, hov'ring o'er the Coaſt of Cyprus, 
Alarms the Fears of 4%; — But I've learnt, 
That, ſteering wide from our unmenac'd Ports, 
He points his Thunder at the Egyptian Shore. 
here let him war, and waſte u) Enemies; 
Their mutual Conflict will but fix my Throne. — 
Releaſe thoſe Chriſtians — I reſtore their Freedom; 
Iwill pleaſe their Maſter, nor can weaken me - 


Tranſport them at my Coſt to find their King; 


I wiſh to have him know me: Carry thither 


This Luſignam, whom, tell him, I reſtore, 


Becauſe I cannot fear his Fame in Arms; 
But love him for his Virtue and his Blood. 
Tell him, my Father having conquer'd twice, 


Condemn'd him to perpetual Chains; but I 


Have ſet him Fee, that 1 might triumph e. 8 


Vraſ. The Chriſtians gain an Army in his Name. 
Oſin. I cannot fear a Sormd — 

Oraſ. But, Sir — ſhou'd Lewis - 
Oſin. Tell Lewis, and the World — it ſhall be ſo: 


- Zara propos d it, and my Heart approves; 
Thy Stateſman's Reaſon is too dull for Love! 
Why wilt thau force me to confeſs it all? 


Tho I to Lewis ſend back Laſignan, 


I ive him but to Zara — L have griew d her; 


And ow'd her the Atonement of this Joy. 


N 


- 1hbyfalſe Advices, which, but now, miſled 
My Anger, ro confine thoſe helpleſs Chriſtians, 
Gave her a Pain I feel for her and me: 

But L talk on, and waſte eng Moments, 


For 
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For one long Hour, I yer defer my Nuptials; 
Bur *ris nor %, that Hour! *rwill all be her's! 
She would employ it, in a Conference 


«Han: © | 


Oraſ. And have you, Sir, indulg'd that ſtrang: Defir | 
laves toge- 


Ofn. we har meean'lt thou? they were Infant 
cher; x: 

Friends ſhould part, kind, who are to meet no more; 
When Zara asks, I will refuſe her nothing. 
Reſtraint was never made for thoſe we love; 
Down with theſe Rigours of the proud Seraglio; 
I hare its Laws — where blind Auſterity 
Sinks Virtue to Neceſſity. — My Blood 
Diſclaims your Afar Jealouſy ; — I hold 
The fierce, free, Plainneſs of my Scythian Anceſtors; 
Their open Confidence, their honeſt Hare, | 
Their Loveuntearing, and their Anger told. 5 
60 — the good Chriſtian waits condutt him to her 


Zara expects thee — What the wills, obey. Exit Oſman, 


Orgſ. Ho! Chriſtian! enter wait a Moment here; 
| Ente, Nereſtan. 
Zara will ſoon approach I go to find her. 


| Exit Oraſmin, | 


_ » Ner. In what a State, in what a PlaceT leave her! 
O Faith! O Father! O my poor loſt Siſter? 
She's here! — fig. | 
5 Enter Zara. 
Thank Heaven, it is not then unlawfub 
To ſeg you, yer; once more, my lovely Siſter ! 
| Not All ſo happy 3— We, aha mer but now, 
Shall never meet again — for Lufggnan—— _ 
| We ſhall be Orphans ftill, and want a Father... 
Zar. Forbid it, Heaven! bo Dat | 
Mer. His laſt ſad Hour's ar Hand; — _ 
| That Flow of Joy, which follow'd our Diſcovery, | 
Too ſtrong and ſudden for his Age's Weakneſs, 
Waſting his Spirits, dry'd the Source of Life, 
And Nature yields him up to Time's Demand: 
Shall he not firinPaace 2 Oh! let no Doubt 
5 Diſtard 


With that Nereſtan, whom thou know'ſt — That Chri. : 


PD iſturb his parting Moments with Diſtruſt; 
Let me, when J rerurn to cloſe his Eyes, 
Compoſe his Mind's Impatience too, and tell him, 
.| Youare confirm'd a Chriſtian.— | 
Zar. O! may his Soul enjoy, in Earth and Heaven, 
Eternal Reſt! nor let one I hought, one Sig, 
One bold Complaint of ine, recal his Care! 
But yo have injur'd me, who ſtill can doubt. 
What! am I not your Siſter? And ſhall you 
Refuſe me Credit? Fon ſuppoſe me light! 
Vou who ſhould judge my Honour by your own! 
hall you diſtruſt a Truth I dar'd avow, e 
And ſtamp Apoſtate on a Siſter's Heart!!! 
Ner. Ah! do not miſconceive me! — if Terr'd; 
Affection, not Diſtruſt, miſled my Fear; | 
Your Mill may be a Chriſtian, yet not you: 
There is a ſacred Mark — a Sign of Faith, 
A Pledge of Promiſe, that mult firm your Claim; 
Waſh you from Guilt, and open Heaven before you: 
| Swear, ſwear, by all the Woes we all have born, 
Buy all the marryr'd Saints, who call you Daughter, 
That you conſent this Day to ſeal your Fait, 
By thar myſterious Rite Which waits your Call. 
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Zar. I ſwear; by Heaven, and all its holy Hoſt, 


| Its Saints, its Martyrs, irs atteſting Angels, 
And the dread Preſence ot its living Author, 


» . 


Jo have no Faith, bur yours; —'todiea Chriſtian? 
Now, tell me, what this myſtick Faith requires? 
Mer. To hate the Happineſs of O/man's Throne, 
And love that God, who, thro' this Mage of Woes, 

Has broughtus all, unhoping, thus together; | 
For me — Tama Soldier, uninſtrufted, 
Nor daring to inſtruct, tho ſtrong in Faith: 
But Iwill bring th Ambaſſador of Heav'n, 


To clear your Views, and lift you to your Gd. 


Be it your Task to gain Admiſſion for him. 
But where > from whom > Ohl thou immortal Power! 
M hence can we hope it, in this curs d Seraglio'> 
Who is this Slave of Ofnan? — Yes, this Slave? 
Does ſhe not boaſt the Blood of twenty Kings? 


** 


* * 
. 4 7 
* 
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Is not her Race the ſame with that of Lewis?  Þ * 
Is ſhe not Liaſignauis unhappy Daughter? ra 
A Chriſtian ? and my Sitter 2 — yer a Slave! | a1 
A willing Slave! — I dare not ſpcak more plainly, gu 
Za. Cruel! goon — Alas! you know not ne! Ve 
At once a Stranger to my ſecret Fate, 14 Pe 
My Pains, my Fears, my Withes, and my PoW- r: 8 
Tam —A will be, Chriltian — will receive . -: 
This holy Prieſt, with bis myſterious Blefling 3; ., J 240 
Iwill, nor do, nor ſuffer, aught unwort y = 
_ Myſelf, my Father, or my Father's Race. JI 
Bur tell me — nor be tender on this Point — © n 
What Puniſhmenr your Chriſtian Laws decree,  Þþ 
For anktnhappy-Wrerch, who, to herſelf, | Fo 
Unknown, and all abandon'd, by the World Fw 
Loſt, and enſlav'd, has, in her Sovereign Mafter, oy 
Found a Protector, generous, as great, ; . 
Has touch d his Heart, and giv'n him all her own? 10 
Ner. The Puniſhment of ſuch a Slave, ſbould be Fd 
Death in this World — and Pain in that to come. Fe 
OE 2 that Slave — ſtrike here — and ſave m Of 

ame: ] wins {htc #ldr 4057 
Ner. Deſtruction to my Hopes! — Canir be you? — 
Zar. It is — ador'd by Oſinan, I adore him: M. 
This Hour the nuptial Rites will make us one. If 
Mer. What! marry Oſman ! — let the World grow dark, Þ x; ; 
Thar the extinguiſh d Sun may hide thy Shame! 


Could it be thus, ir were no Crime to kill the. [Ie 
Zar. Strike, itrike — I love him — yes, by Heaven! II Bu 


4 love him. *** Tt 
Ner. Death is thy Due — bur not thy Due from me: Þ yy 
Yer, were the Honour of our Houſe no Bar — e 

My Father's Fame, and the too gentle Laws, ne 
Of rhat Religion which thou haſt diſgrac'd — -_ [e 
Did not the God, thou quir'it, hold back my Arm, I Þr 


Not there — I could not there; — but, by my Soul, I Nc 
A would xuſh deſperate to the Sultan's Breaſt, 2 1 
if And plunge my Sword in his proud Heart who damns thee. Þ T2 
|! Oh! Shame! Shame! Shame! at ſuch a Time as this! | Fr 
| When Lewis, that Awak ner of the World,. | 


Beneath! 


w- 


1 


Beneath the lifred Croſs, makes Egypt pale, 
And drawsthe Sword of Heaven to ſpread our Fairh?! 
| Now, to ſubmit to ſee my Siſter doom'd PTE AN 
A Bolom-Slave to him, whoſe Tyrant Heart 

But meaſures Glory by the Chriſtians Woe! + 
Ves I will dare acquaint our Father with it 
© Departing Lyfignan may live ſo long, 

Ass juſt to hear thy Shame, and die ro *fcape it. 


Zara has Reſolution great as Thine: 
is cruzl — and unkind ! — Thy Words are Crimes, 
My Weakneſs but Misfortune ! Doſt thou ſuffer ? 5 


* 
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Zar. Stay — my too angry Brother,— ſtay — perhaps 


I uffer more; — Oh! would to Heav'n this Blood, 


k, 


of 


Of Twenty boaſted Kings, would ſtop, ar once, 
And ſtagnate in my Heart! — Ir, then, no more 
Would ruſh, in boiling Fevers, thro' my Veins, 


And ev'ry trembling Drop be fill'd with Oſman. 
How has he /ov'd me! How has he oi d me! 5 
Iowe Theero him; What has he vo done, 8 


Jo juſtify his boundleſs Pow'r of charming! 
5 For me he ſoftens the ſevere Decrees 5 
Should bid me hate him, but becauſe he loves me? 
No l will be a Chriſtian — but preſerve 
My Gratitude, as ſacred as my Faith: | 

If T have Death to fear, for Oſinar's Sake, 

It muſt be from his Coldnefs, not his Love. 


Of his own Faith; — and is it juſt, that ine 


Ner. I muſt, at once, condemn, and pity thee; 


I cannot point rhee out which Way to go, 
Bur Providence will lend its Light to guide thee, 


That ſacred Rite, which thou ſhalt now receive, 


Will ſtrengthen and ſupport thy feeble Heart, 


To live an Innocent, or die a Martyr: 


Here, then, begin Performance of thy Vow 
Here, in the trembling Horrors of thy Soul, 
Fromiſe thy King, thy Father, and thy God, 


Not to accompliſh theſe deteſted Nuptials, 


Till, firſt, rhe reverend Prieſt has clear'd your Eyes, 5 0 
Taught you to know; and giv'n you Claim to Heayv n. 
| Fromiſc me This 4 
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=_ The TRAGEDY of ZARA. 


Zar. So bleſs me, Heav'n! I do. 
Go — haſten the good Prieſt, I will — . 3 
Bur, firſt, return chear my expiring Father, 
Tell him, I am, and will be, All he wiſhes me: 
Tell him, to give Hm Lite, *rwere Joy to die. 
Ner. Igo, — farewell — farewell, unhappy Siſter, 
{Exit Nereſtan, 
Zar. Tam alone ind, now, be uſt, my Heart! 
And tell me, Wilt thou dare berray thy God! 
What am Io What am I about to be > 
Daughter of Luſignan? — or Wife to Oſman 2 2 
Am Ia Lover moſt? or, moſt, a Chriſtian? 
Would Selima were come? and yet tis juſt, 
All Friends ſnould fly Her, who forſakes Herſelf. 


What ſhall I do? What Heart has Strength to bear 
"Theſe double Weights of Duty 2 — Help me, Heaven 


To thy hard Laws I render up my Soul: 
Bur, oh! demand it back — for, now, ris Oſinan 5.— 
Enter Oſman. 
Of 1. Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely Zers: 4 


| Impatient Eyes attend — The Rites expect thec; 


And my devoted Heart, no longer brooks 


This Diſtance from its Soft' ner — All the Lamps 


Of nuptial Love are lighted, and burn pure, 

As if they drew their riphrneſs from thy Bluſhes; 

The holy: Moſque is fill'd with fragrant Fumes, 
Which emulare the Sweetneſs of thy Breathing : 

My proſtrate People all confirm my Choice, 

And ſend their Souls to Heav'n, in Pray'r, for Blefiogy 
Thy envious Rivals, conſcious of thy Right, 


Approve ſuperior Charms, and join to praiſe thee z _ 
The Throne, that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine more richly, | 


As all its Gems, with animated Luſtre, 8 
Fear'd to look dim beneath the Eyes of Zara: 1 


Come, my ſlow Love! the Ceremonies wait thee; 


Come, and begin, from this dear Hour, my Triumph. 


Zar. Oh! what a Wretch am I O Grits ! Oh, Love! | 


Oſin. Come-— come — | 
Zar, Where ew I hide my: Bluſhes > _ 


| $8 art 


— 


| i That I am truly dear — 
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| The TRAGEDY of ZARA. 25 
Zar. My Lord? - RE WS, 
O ſin. Nay, Zara — give me thy Hand, and com. 
Zar. Inſtruct me, Heaven! | | 
What I ſhould ſay — Alas! I cannot ſpeak : 
 Ofm. Away — Tins madett, tweet, reluctant Trifling, 
But doubles my Deſires, and thy own Beauties! 


= A A8 1 
Oſiu. Nay — but thou ſhould'ſt not be zoo cruel — 
Zar. I can no longer bear it — Oh! my Lord —— 
Oſm. Ha! — What? — whence ? how ? —— 


Zar. My Lord! my Sovereign! 


Heav'n knows, this Marriage would have bzen a Bliſs, 


Above my humble Hopes! — yer, witnels, Love! 


Not from the Grandeur of your Throne, that Bliſs, 
But from the Pride of calling Ofinan, Mine. 
Would you had been no Emperor! and 

| Poſſeſs'd of Pow'r and Charms deſerving Fer / 

| Thar, ſlighting Afa's Thrones, I might, alone, 
Have left a proffer d World, to follow You ; 
Through Deſarts, uninhabited by Men ; 1 
And, bleſs d with ample Room, for Peace and Love! 
But, as it i theſe Chriſtians —— oy 


Oſin. Chriſtians! what! 


ö How {tart two Images, into thy Thoughts, 
So diſtant — as the Chriſtians, and my Love! 


Zar. That good old Chriſtian, reverend Luſiguan, 


Now, dying, ends his Life and Woes together! 0 
 Ofm. Well! let him die What has thy Heart to feel, 
Thus preſſing, and thus tender, from the Deatng 
Of an old wretched Chrittian > —— Thank our Prophey 
Thou att no Chriſtian ! — educared here, | 

Thy happy Yourh was taught our better Faith: 

Sweer as thy Piry ſhines, tis now miſtim'd; 

What! tho an aged Suff rer dies unhappy > 

Why ſhould his foreign Fate diſturb our Joys ? 


Zar. Sir, if you love me, and would have me think, 
Zar. Permit me —— | 


On. What? 


oy 
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26 The TRACEDY of ZARA. 
Zar. To deſire — 
Oſin. Speak out — 
Zar. The Nuptial Rites 
May be deferr d, till 
Oſiu. What? — Is that the Voice 
Of Zara? N f 
Zar. Oh! I cannot bear his Frown! 
Oſin. Of Zara! — | 
Zar. It is dreadful ro my Heart, 
To give you but a ſeeming Cauſe for Anger; 
Pardon my Grief — Alas! I cannot bear it; 


There is a painful Terror, in your Eye, 


That pierces to my Soul — Hid from your Sight, 

I go, to make a Moment's Truce with Tears, 

And gather Force, to ſpeak ot my Deſpair. 
Oſin. I ſtand, immoveable, like ſenſeleſs Marble ! 

Horror had frozen my ſuſpended Tongue : : 

And an aftoniſh'd Silence robb'd my Will 

Of Power to tell her that ſhe ſhock*d my Soul! 


poke ſhe ro Me 2 — ſure! I miſunderſtood her! 
Could it be Me he left What have ſeen ? 


Ws Ente, Oraſmin. | 
Oraſmin ! What a Change is here! — She's gone, 
And I permitted ir, I know nor how 5 
Oraſ. Perhaps, you but accuſe the charming Fault 


Oſin. But why and whence thoſe Tears — thoſe Looks! 
that Flight! V 
That Grief! ſo ſtrongly ſtamp'd on every Feature? 


If it has been that Frenchman ! — What a Thought! 
How low, how horrid a Suſpicion tat. 
The dreadful Flaſn, at once, gives Light, and kills me: 


My roo bold Confidence repell'd my Caurion ; 

An Infidel! — a Slave! — a Heart, like mine, 
Reduc'd to ſuffer from ſo vile a Rival! | 
Bur, tell me, didſt thou mark em at their Parting 2 
Did'ſt thou obſerve the Language of their Eyes > 
Hide nothing from me — Is my Love berray'd ? 


Tell me my whole Diſgrace: Nay, if thou trembleſt, I 


Exit diſorder d. 


Of Innocence, too modeſt oft in Love. 5 
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The 'Tracedy of ZARA. 27 
I hear thy Pity ſpeak, tho' thou art ſilent. 
DOraſ. I tremble at the PangsI ſee you ſuffer : 

Let not your angry Apprehenſion urge 

Your faichful Slave to irritate your Anguith : 

I did, tis true, obſerve ſome parting Tears; 


But there are Tears of Charity and Grief: 


I cannot think there was a Cauſe deſerving 
This Agony of Paſſion — _ 
Oſin. Why no — I thank thee — 


Oraſinin, thou art wiſe! Ir could not be, 


Thar I ſhould ſtand expos'd to ſuch an Inſult: 
Thou know'ſt, had Zara meant me rhe Offence, 
She wants not Wiſdom to have hid it better 
Ho rightly didſt thou judge ! — Zara ſhall know it, 
And thank thy honeſt Service — After all, 

Might ſhe not have ſome Cauſe for Tears, which I 
Claim no Concern in — bur the Grief it gives her > 
What an unlikely Fear! — from a poor Slave! 
Who goes to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wiſhes, 
Nay, who reſolves, to ſee theſe Climes no more! 


Ora. Why did you, Sir, againſt your Country's Cuſtom, 
- Indulge him with a ſecond Leave to come? 
He ſaid, he ſhould return, once more, to ſee her. 
0 ſimn. Return! — the Traitor! He return! — Dares he 
Preſume to preſs a ſecond Interview ? e 

Would he be ſeen again? — He ſhall be ſeen, 

But dead; — I'll puniſh the audacious Slave, 

Io teach the faithleſs Fair to feel my Anger: 

Beſt, my Tranſports; Violence is blind: 

I know my Heart, at once, is fierce and weak 

I feel, that I deſcend below myſelf; 

Zara can never, juſtly, be 9 RE 

Her ſweetneſs was not form'd to cover Treaſon: 

Vet O/inan muſt not ſtoop ro Woman's Follies. 

Their Tears, Complaints, Regrets, and Reconcilements, 
With all their light capricious Roll of Changes 

Are Arts rob vulgar to betry*d on Me. 55 

It would become me, better, to reſume | 

The Empire of my Will : Rather than fall 

Beneath myſelf, mut, how dear ſoe er 1 


28 The TRAGEDY of ZARA. 

It coſts me, riſe till I look down on Zara! 

Away — but, mark me — the Seraglio Doors, 

Againſt all Chriſtians, be they henceforth ſnut, 

Cloſe as the dark Retreats of ſilent Death, — b 

What have I dong, juſt Heav'n! thy Rage to move, 

That thou ſhould'ſt ink me down, ſo low, to Love? 
ud f the Third Act. 
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To break theſe Chains, ſo ftrong, and yer ſo dear. 
Zar. Oh! that I could ſupport the fatal Struggle! 
Sel. Th' Eternal aids your Weakneſs, ſees your Will, 
Directs your Purpoſe, and rewards your Sorrows. 
Zar. Never had Wretch more Cauſe to hope he does. 
Sel. What! tho' you, here, no more behold your Father 
There is a Father to be found, above, | | 
Who can reſtore that Father to his Daughter. 
Zar. Bur I have planted Pain in Oſinan's Boſom; 
He loves me, ev'n to Death and I reward him 
With Anguiſh and Deſpair — How baſe! how cruel! 
Bur I deſery'd him not! I ſhould have ben 
Loo happy! and the Hand of Heav'n repell'd me. 
lf Sel. What ! will you, then, regrer the glorious Loſs, 
(1 And hazard, thus, a Vict'ry bravely won? 
17 Zar. Inhuman Victory! — Thou doſt not know, 
This Love, ſo pow rful, this ſole Joy of Life, 
This firſt, beſt Hope of earthly Happineſs, 
Is, yer, leſs powerful, in my Heart, than Heay'n! 
To him, wha made that Heart, I offer it; 1 
There, there, I ſacrifice my bleeding Paſſion: 
I pour, before him, every guilty Tear; 
L beg him to efface the fond Impreſſion, 
Aud fill, with his own Image, all my Soul; 5 
| 3 | zut, 


| Sel. H! Madam, how, at once, I pin pour Fate, 
| = And, how admire your Virtue! — Heay'n per- 
| OO wits, | | 


And Heav'n will give you Strength to bear Misfortune ; 1 


| But, while I weep, and ſigh, repent, and pray 
| Remembrance ** the Object of my Love, 5 
And ev'ry light Illuſion floars before him. 
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| Lee, I bear him, and, again, he charms! 


| Fills my glad Soul, and ſhines *rwixr me and Heav'n! 
O! all ye Royal Anceſtors! Oh, Father! 

Mother] you Chriſtians, and the Chriſtians God! 

| You, who deprive me of this gen'rous Lover | 

If you permit me not to hve for him, 

Let me not live at all, and I am bleſs'd: 

Let me die innocent; let his dear Hand 

Cloſe the ſad Eyes of her he ſtoop'd to love, 

And J acquit my Fate, and ask no more. 


But he forgives me not — regardleſs, now, 
Whether, or how, I live, or when I die. 


He quits me, ſcorns me and I yet live on, | 
And talk of Death, as diſtant, — 3 A 


Sel. Ah! deſpairnor, 


Truſt your Eternal Helper, and be happy. 


Zar. Why! what has Oſinnn done, that he, too, ſhould not? | 


Has Heav'n ſo nobly form'd his Heart, ro hare it? 


en'rous and juſt, beneficent and prave, 


Were he but Chriſtian what can Man be more? 

I with, merhinks, this rev'rend Prieſt were come; 

Io free me from theſe Doubrs which ſhake my Soul: 
Let know nor, why I ſhould not dare to hope, 
That Heav'n, whoſe Mercy All confeſs and feel, 


Will pardon and approve th' Alliance wiſh'd : _ 
Perhaps it ſears me on the Throne of Syria, | 
Io tax my Pow?r for theſe good Chriſtians Comfort. 
Thou know'ſt, the mighty Saladine, who, firſt, : 

| Conquer'd this Empire from my Father's Race, 

Who, like my Oſman, charm'd th'admiring World, 
Drew Birth, tho' Syrian, from a Chriſtian Mother. 


Sei. What mean you, Madam! Ah!: you do not ſect - 


I ſee my Country, and my Race, condemn me; . 
I ſee that, ſpire of all, I ſtill love Oſnan.— | 

What if I, now, 
And tell him, there, fincerely, what Iam 2 _ 


Zar. Ves, yes — I ſee it all; I am not blind; 


go throw me at his Feet, 


I | (39 Je TRAGEDY of ZARA. 


Sel. Confider— That might coſt your Brother's Life, Þ Of e 
Expoſe the Chriſtians, and berray you All : oc 
Tar. You do not know the noble Heart of Oſman. Ichi 
Sel. T know him the Protector of a Faith, + in 


Sworn Enemy to ours. The more he loves, ha 
The /eſs will he permit you to profeſs Tis 
Opinions which he hates. To Night, the Prieſt, And 
In private, introduc'd, attends you here Rat 

You promis'd him Admiſſion — Con 

Zar. Would J had not! Berks oh 9747 Go, 
Ipromis'd, too, to keep this fatal Secret; | Exp 
My Father's urg*d Command requir d it twice; 1 

I muſt obey, all dangerous as it is l 
Compell q to Silence, Oſman is enrag'd, . Ts ce 

Suſpicion follows, and 1 loſe his Love. | 

| ce, mn Oſman. . If it 


O ſin. — there was a Time, when my charm'd If y 
Heart . 
Made it a Virtue to be loſt in Love; 
AVhben, without Bluſhing, I indulg'd my Flame 
And ev'ry Day, ſtill, made you dearer to me. 
Vou taught me, Madam, to believe my Love 
Rewarded and rerurn' d — nor was that Hope, 
Methinks, too bold for Reaſon: Emperors, 
Wo chuſe to ſigh, devoted, at the Feet 
Of Beauties, whom the World conceive their Slaves, 
Have Fortune's Claim, at leaſt, to ſure Succeſs: 
But, twere profane to think of Pow'r, in Love. 
Dear as my Paſſion makes you, I decline 
Poſſeſſion of her Charms, whoſe Heart's Another's. 
Vou will not find me a weak, jealous Lover, 
By coarſe Reproaches giving Pain to yo. 
It And ſhaming my own Greatneſs. — Wounded deeply, 
= Yer, ſhunning and diſdaining low Complaint, 
Zar. Give my trembling Heart 
A Moment's Reſpite— 
D Oſm. That unwilling Coldnefs | | 

Is the juſt Prize of your capricious Lightneſs 3 
Your ready Arts may ſpare the fruitlels Pains - - 


off 
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Of colouring Deceit with fair Pretences; 

I would not with to hear your flight Excuſes ; 
cheriſh Ignorance, to ſave my Bluſhes. 

Oſinam, in ev'ry Trial, ſhall remember, 

That he is Emperor — Whare'er I ſuffer, 

Tis due ro Honour, that I give up you, 

And, to my injur'd Boſom, take Deſpair, 

Rather than ſhamefully poſſeſs you, ſighing, 
Convinc'd thoſe Sighs were never meant for me. — 


Go, Madam — you are free — From Oſinan's Pow*r 


Expect no Wrongs, but ſee his Face no more. 


Zar. At laſt, tis come — the fear'd, the murd'ring 
Moment oy 55 


Is come — and I am curs'd by Earth and Heay'n ! 


[ Throws herſelf on the Ground, « 


If it is true, that Tam lov'd no more; 
If you — Fe 


H ſin. It is roo true, my Fame requires it; 


It is too true, that I, unwilling, leave you: ä : 
That I, at once, renounce you, and adore. — ed 


Zara! — you weep! — © 
Zar. If Tam doom'd to loſe you, 
If I muſt wander o'er an empty World, 


Unloving, and unlov'd — Oh! yet, do juſtiſe 
To the Afflicted — do not wrong me, doubly: —  _ '\ 
Puniſh me, if *ris needful ro your Peace, £94 
Bur ſay nor, I deſerv'd it — This, at leaſt, We 
Believe — for, nor the Greatneſs of your Soul : 
Is Truth more pr and ſacred — no Regrer 11 
Can touch my bleeding Heart, for having loſt 8 


The Rank of her you raiſe to ſnare your Throne: 

Iknow I never ought to have been there; 

My Fate, and my Defects, require I loſe you: 

But ah! my Heart was never known to Oſman. 

May Heav'n, that puniſhes, for ever hate me, * 
If I regret the Loſs of aught but o. 
O ſin. Riſe—riſe—This means not Love? [Raiſes hem 
Zar. Strike — ſtrike me, Heaven! RT OSS 
%. What! is it Love, to force ye ro wound _ 
The Heart you wiſh to gladden? — Bur, 23 
110 55 Ove 
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32 The Tractny of ZARA. | 
Lovers leaſt know Themſelves ; for I believ'd 9 885 10 


i Thar I had taken back the Pow'rI gave you; | Tak 
4 Yer, fee! — you did but weep, and have reſum'd me! Def 
1 Proud, as Jam — I muſt confeſs, one Win 60. 
, Evades my Pow'r — the Bleſſing to forget you. Fin 
1 Zara — Thy Tears were form'd, to teach Diſdain 1 
5 That Softneſs can diſarm 1r. — *Tis decreed, | 10 
l muſt for ever love — But, from what Cauſe [27 
| It thy conſenting Heart partakes my Fires, FE 
8 Art thou reluctant ro a Bleſſing meant me + 1 
| Speak > Is it Levity 2 — or, is it Fear? Toe 
th Fear of a Pow'r, that, but for bleſſing Thee, ; FF ih 
Had, without Joy, been painful? — Is it Artifice Wh 
| Oh! ſpare the needleſs Pains — Art was not made No 
| For Zara; —- Art, however innocenr, Is c 
Looks like Deceiving : — I abhorr'd it ever. An 

Zar. Alas! I have no Art, not ev'n enough r 

To hide this Love, and this Diſtreſs you give me. Pre 

Oſm. New Riddles! Speak with Plainneſs to my Soul. To 

What can'ſt thou mean? r 1 

Zar. I have no Pow'r to ſpeak it. | To 

 Ofin. Is it ſome Secret, dang' tous to my State? Ve 

Is it ome Chriſtian Plot, grown ripe, againſt me? Ih. 

Zar. Lives there a Wretch, ſo vile, as to betray you Ih. 

ſinam is bleſt, beyond the Reach of Fear; | Ge: 

Fears and Misfortunes threaten only Zara. To 

O ſm. Why threaten Zara ? e Th 
Zar. Permit me, at your Fee, He 
Thus, trembling, to beſeech a Favour from you. Na 
Oſin. A Favour ! — Oh! you guide the Will of Oſinan. Þ Ar 
Zar. Ah! would to Heav'n our Duties were united, To 
Firm as our Thoughts and Wiſhes! — Bur his Day, Fo 

But this one ſad, unhappy Day, permit me, „ 
Alone, and far- divided from your Eye, — 

To cover my Diſtreſs, leſt you, too tender.nr Sp 
Should ſee, and ſhare it with me — from ro-morrow, v 

I Vill not have a Thought conceal'd from you. W 
Oſin. What ſtrange Diſquiet from what ſtranger Cauſe? J. 


Zar. It Iam, really, bleſs'd with Oſinans Love, 
He will not, then, refuſe this humble Pray r. of 
WINES! ts n. 
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D ſin. If it muſt be, irmuſt. — Bepleas'd — my Will 
Takes Purpoſe from your Wiſhes ; — and Conſent 
| Depends not on my Choice, but your Decree : 
60 — but remember how he loves, who, thus, 
Finds a Delight in Pain, becauſe you give it. 5 
Zar. It gives me more than Pain, to make you feel it. 
| _ And — can you, Zara, leave me? AT 
Zar. Alas! my Lord! [Exit Lara. 
| iy Oſman alone. 5 
It ſhould be yet, methinks, too ſoon to fly me! 

| Too ſoon, as yer, to wrong my eaſy Faith; 

The more I think, the % can I conceive, 

What hidden Cauſe ſhould raiſe ſuch ſtrange Deſpair ! 

Now, when her Hopes have Wings, and every With 

| Is courted to be lively! — W hen i love, 

And Joy and Empire prets her to their Boſom 

When, nor alone belov'd, bur ev'n a Lover; 

| Profefling, and accepting; bleſs'd, and blefling ; 

Io ſee her Eyes, thro' Tears, thine myitick Love! 

Tis Madneſs! and I were unworthy Pow'r, 

| To ſuffer, longer, the capricious Inſult! 

| Yer, was L blameleſs—— No — I was too raſh ; 

have felt Jealouſy, and ſpokeir to her; 

I have diſtruſted her — and ſtill ſhe loves: 

Gen'rous Atonement, That / and 'tis my Duty 

To expiate, by a Length of ſoft Indulgence, 

The Tranſports of a Rage, which, ſtill, was Love. 

Henceforth I never will ſuſpect her falſe; 

Nature's plain Pow'r of charming dwells about her, 

And Innocence gives Force to ev'ry Word: 95 

I oye full Confidence to All ſhe Jo, 

For in her Eye ſhines Truth, and ev'ry Beam 

Shoats Confirmation round her : — I remark'd, 

Ev'n while ſhe wepr, her Soul, a thouſand Times, 

| Sprung to hex Lips, and long'd to leap to mine, 
Wich honeſt, ardent Utt'rance of her Love. 

Who can poſſeſs a Heart ſo low, ſobaſe, 

Jo look ſuch Tenderneſs, and yet have none? 

; Enter Melidor, with Oraſmin. 
| Mel, This Letter, great Diſpoſer of che World 


fo 
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Addreſs'd to Zara, and in private brouglit, 


Your faithful Guards this Moment intercepted, 
And humbly offer to your Sovereign Eye. 
ſin. Come nearer ; give it me. To Zara! — Riſe? 
Bring it with Speed — Shame on your flatt'ring Di- 
[tance — [ Advancing, and fnatching the Letter. 


Be honeſt — and approach ine, like a Subject, 


Who ſerves the Prince, yer not forgers the Man. 

Mel. One of the Chriltian Slaves, whom late your Bounty 
Releas'd from Bondage, ſought, with heedful Guile, 
Unnoric'd, to deliver it — diſcover'd, 

He waits, in Chains, his Doom from your Decree. 


Of, Leave me — I tremble, as if ſomething fatal 
Were meant me from this Letter — Should I read it? 


Oraſ. Who knows, but it contains ſome happy Truth, 
That may remove all Doubrs, and calm your Heart? 
On. Be it as*twill it ſhall be read — my Hands 
Have Apprehenſion, that ontreaches mine! 
Why ſhould they tremble thus? — JTis done — and now, 
8 „ien the Letter, 
Fate, be thy Call obey*'d — Oraſiuin, mark — 
There is a ſecret Paſſage row*rds the Moſque, 
© Thar Way you might eſcape; and, unperceiv'd, 
Fly vour Obſervers, and fulfil our Hope; 
«© Deſpiſe the Danger, and depend on me, 
*© Mho wait you, bur, to die, if you deceive. | 
Hell! Tortures! Death! and Woman! — What, Oraſinin? 


Are we awake? Heard'ſt thou? Can this be Zara? 


Oraſ. Would J had loſt all Senſe, — for, what I heard, 
Has cover*d my afflicted Heart with Horror! 

Oſin. Thou ſeeſt how I am treated. 

Oraſ. Monſtrous Treaſon! ! fe I 
To an Affront, like this, you cannot — muſt not —= 
Remain inſenſible — You, who, bur now. 5 
From the moſt ſlight Suſpicion, felt ſuch Pain, 
Muſt, in the Horror of ſo black a Guilt, 


Find an effectual Cure, and baniſh Love. rig 
Ofm. Seek her, this Inſtant — go —— Oraſmin, fl, 


Shew her this Letter — bid her read, and tremble: 
Then, in the rifing Horrors of her Guilt, 7 


tj „ Screener 0e »y> Sers 22 <= 
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Stab her unfaithful Breaft — and let her die, — _ 
Say, while thou {triK"ft — Stay, ſtay — return, and pi- 
ms: | | 5 
Iwill 85 firſt, a Moment —  Ler that Chriſtian 
Be ſtrait confronted with her — Stay — I will, 
| Twill I know not what: —- Would I were dead! 
Would I had dy'd unconſcious of this Shame ! 
Oraſ. Neyer did Prince receive fo bold a Wrong. 
1 | _O/in. See! here, detected, this infernal Secret! 
This Fountain of her Tears, which my weak Heart 
M.iſtook for Marks of Tenderneſs and Pain! 
Why! what a Reach has Woman to deceive! 
Under how fine a Veil, of Grief and Fear, 
Did ſhe propoſe Retirement, till To- morrow! 
Andi], lind Dotard! gave the Fool's Conſent, 
| Sooth'd her, and ſuffer'd her to go ! — She parred, 
| Diffolv'd in Tears; and parred to betray me! 
, Orof. Reflexion ſerves but to confirm her Guilt : 
At length, reſume yourſelf ; awaken Thought; 
| Affert your Greatneſs ; and reſolve, like Oſman, 
| Ofin. Nereſtan, too! — Was this the boaſted Honour 
Of that proud Chriſtian, whom Feruſalem — nm 
| Grew loud in Praiſing! whoſe half-envy*'d Virtue 
I wonder'd at myſelt! and felt Diſdain, 
Io be but equal to a Chriſtian's Greatneſs! _ 
And does he thank me thus > — baſe Infidel ! 
| Honeſt, pretending, pious, praying, Villain! 
| Yer Zara is a Thouſand Times more baſe, _ 
More Hypocrite than he! — a Slave! a Wretch! 
So low, ſo loſt, that ev'n the vileſt Labours, 
In which he lay condemn'd, could never fink him 
Beneath his Native Infamy ! — Did ſhe not know, 
What I have done, what ſuffer d — for her Sake > 
Oraſ. Could you, my gracious Lord! forgive my Zeal! 
| You would — 103 FFV 
D ſin. I know it Thou art right — Fll ſee her; 
I'll tax her in thy Preſence ; — Il upbraid her — 


* 


1 


Fee N find, and bring her to me. 
Oraſ. Alas! my Lord, diſorder'd, as you are, 

What can you wiſh to ſay ? ee 
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O ſein. I know not, now : —— 
But I reſolve to ſee her — leſt ſhe think, | 
Her Falſhood has, perhaps, the Power to grieve me. 

Oraſ. _— me, Sir, your Threatnings, your Com- 
plaints, 
What will diny all produce, but Zara's Tears, 
To quench this fancy'd Anger! your loſt Heart, 
Seduc'd againſt itſelf, will ſearch but Reaſons 
_ Tojuſtify the Guilt which gives it Pain: 
Rather conceal, from Zara, this Diſcovery ; 
And let ſome truſty Slave convey the Letter, 
Reclos d, to her own Hand — then ſhall you learn, 
Spite of her Frauds, Diſguiſe and Artifice, 
The Firmneſs, or Abaſement of her Soul. 
Oſin. Thy Counſel charms me! We'll about ir, now: 

*T will be ſome Recompence, ar leaſt, ro ſee 
Her Bluſhes, when detected. : 
Oraſ. Oh! my Lord, e 
I doubt you in the Trial — for, your Heart _ 
Oſin. Diſtruſt me not — my Love, indeed, is weak, 

But Honour, and Diſdain, more ſtrong than Zara: _ 
Here, take this fatal Letter — chuſe a Slave, 
Whom yet ſhe never ſaw, and who retains 
His try d Fidelity — Diſpatch — be gone — 
Now, whither ſhall I turn my Eyes, and Steps, 
The ſureſt Way, to ſhun her; and give Time 

For this diſcovering Trial? — Heay'n! ſhe's here! 
So, Madam! Fortune will befriend my Cauſe, 
And free me from your Ferters : — You are met, 
Moſt aptly, to diſpel a new-ris'n Doubt, 
That claims the fineſt of your Arts, to gloſs ir. 
Unhappy, each, by other; it is Timm 
To end our mutual Pain, that both may reſt: 
You want not Generoſity, but Loves 
My Pride forgotten, my obtruded Throne, 
My Favours, Cares, Reſpect, and Tenderneſs, 
Touching your Gratitude, provok'd Repatds - 
Till, by a Lengch of Benefits, beſieg d, 


ver 


if 


She would, with cold Regard, look down on Kings, 
And, you alone excepted, fly them all: r 
Would you learn more, and open all my Heart > 
| Know then, that, ſpite of rhis renew d Injuſtice, 
Ido not — cannot — wiſh to love you leſs: 
That, long before you look'd ſo low as Zara, 
be gave her Heart to Oſman — Yours, before 5 
Lour Benefits had bought her, or your Eye e 
Had thrown Diſtinction round her; never had, 
Nor ever will acknowledge other Lover. | 
And, to this ſacred Truth, arreſting Heaven 
I call thy dreadfal Notice! If my Heart 
Deſerves Reptoach, tis for, but not from Oſiuan. 
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4 ; 


* Your Heart ſubmitted, and you thought 'rwas Love; 
Bur you deceiy*d yourſelf, and injur'd me. 
| Thereis, Pm told, an Object more deſerving 


Your Love than Oſinan — I would know his Name: 


He juſt, nor trifle with my Anger: Tell me, 
Now, while expiring Pity — faint 3 

| While I have yet, perhaps, the 

Give up the bold Invader of my Claim, 

And let him die to ſave thee. — Thou art known ; 


ow'r to pardon: 


Think, and reſolve — While I yer ſpeak, renounce hint 


| While yer the Thunder rolls, ſuſpended, _ i; 
Let thy Voice charm me, and recal my Soul, 
That turns averſe, and dwells no more on Zara. 


Zar. Can it be Oſinan ſpeaks, and ſpeaks ro Zara ? 


| Learn, Cruel! learn, that this a fflicted Heart, 


This Heart, which Heaven delights to prove by Tortures, 


Did it not love, has Pride, and Pow'r to ſhun you: 


Alas! you will nor know me! What have! 
To fear, but that unhappy Love e ra ? 


That Love, which only could outweigh the Shame 
I feel, while I deſcend, ro weep my Wrongs: _ \ 


| Iknow not, whether Heav'n, that frowns upon me,. 
Has deſtin'd my unhappy Days for yours; N Ce 
But, be my Fate, or bleſs'd, or curs'd, I fwear, 
By Honour, dearer ev'n than Life, or Love, 


Could Zara be bur Miſtris of herſelt, 


1 
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U 
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Ofen. What! does ſhe yet preſume to ſwear Sincerity ! An 


Oh ! Boldneſs of unbluſhing Perjur! !? | Tz. 
Had I not ſeen, had I nor read ſuch Proof Er 
Of her light Falſhood, as extinguiſh'd Doubt, Zar 


I could not be a Man, and not believe her. | 
Zar. Alas! my Lord, what cruz] Fears have ſeiz'd you? To. 


What harſh myſterious Words were thoſe I heard? No 
Oſin. What Fears ſnould Oſinan feel, ſince Zara loves him! Ha 
Zar. I cannot live, and anſwer to your Voice = 2; 

_ .. dnthar reproachful Tone! — Your angry Eye Sha 
Trembles with Fury, while you talk of Love! | Be: 
Of. Since Zara Loves him! Th 
Zar. Is it poſſible, F . Co 
Oſim ſhould disbelieveir > — Again, again, But 
our late-repenred Violence returns Mi 
Alas! what killing Frowns you dart againſt me? Ife 
Can it be kind? Can it be caſt: ro doubt me? An 


Oſin. No I can doubt no longer — You may retire. | Ho 
e e eee een Zarh Wl £0 
33 | Re-enter Oraſmin. | | 
Orafmin ! ſhe's perfidious, ev'n beyond 
Her Sex's undiſcover*d Power of Seeming : 33 
She's at the topmoſt Point of ſhameleſs Artifice: 


An Empreſs at deceiving ! Soft and eaſy, 


And 


Deſtroying, like a Plague, in calm Tranquillity : 
She's innocent, ſhe ſwears — So is the Fire: 
It ſpzpes, in harmleſs Diſtance, bright and pleaſing, F Zar 
Conſuming nothing, till it firſt embraces, — _ | 
| Say? Haft thou chos'n a Slave? Is he inſtructed? | 
Haſte to detect her Vileneſs, and my Wrongs, | Bat 
| Oraſ. Punctual, I have obey d your whole Command; U 
Bat, have you armd, my Lord, your injur'd Heart, Ho 
Wich Coldneſs and Indiff *rence > Can you her, 
All painleſs, andunmov'd, the falſe One's Same? 7 
Q Oſm. Orgſmin ! L. adore her more than ever! In! 
Oraſ. My Lord! my Emperor! forbid it Heaven! F 
Den. I have diſcern d a Gleam of diſtant Hope; 1 
Izhis hateful Chriſtian, rhe light Growth of France, | She 
i Eroud, poor, vain, amorous, conceited, raſh, | Re 
Aa miſconceiv d ſome charitable Glance, * An 


a, 


* 


nd 


In ſecret Witneſs I am wholly yours. 


And ſave my Princeſs from the Breaſt of nn. 
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Arid judg'd it Love in Zara: — He alone, Tax -* 


Then, has offended me. — Is it her Fault, 

If thoſe ſhe charms are indiſcreet and daring 5 | 

Zara, perhaps, expected not this Letter; 5 N 
And I, wich Rathneſs, groundleſs as its Writer's, 1 
Took Fire at my own Fancy, and have wrong'd her. 
Now, hear me with Attention — Soon as Night. 
Has thrown her welcome Shadows o'er the Palace; 
When this Nereftan, this ungrateful Chriſtian, 


1 
4 


Shall lurk, in Expectation, near our Walls, 
2 watchful, that our Guards ſurprize and ſeize him; 


Then, bound in Fetters, and o'erwhelm*d with Shame, 
Conduct the daring Traitor to my Preſence; re 
Bur, above all, be ſure you hurt not Zara 


Mindful ro what ſupreme Exceſs I love. 


I feel, I muſt confeſs, a Kind ot Shame, N 
And bluſh at my own Tenderneſs; — bur Faith, 
Howe'er it ſezms deceiv'd, were weak, as I am, 

Could it admit Diſtruſt to blot its Face, : 
And give Appearance Way; till Proof takes Place: 


End of the Fourth AQ, 


f 


ACT. V.. SCENE I; 
2 AR A and S E LIM A. 


Zar. Ooth me no longer with this vain Deſire; g 


8 To a Recluſe, like me, who dares henceforth 
| Preſume Admiſſion ! — The Seraglio's ſhur — 


Barr*d and unpaſſable — as Death to Time ! 
| My Brother ne'er muſt hope ro fee me more: 
How now! what unknown Slave accoſts us here! 


Ea 
Mel. This Letter, truſted to my Hands, receive, 


[Zara reads the Letter. 


Sel. ¶Aſide.] Thou everlaſting Ruler of the World! 
Shed thy wiſh'd Mercy on our hopeleſs Tears; 


Redeem us from the Hands of hated Infidels, 


. 
: 
! 
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Zar. I wiſh, my Friend, the Comfort of your Counſel, Þ X. 
Sel. Retire — you thall be call'd — wait near — Go, If 


| leaveus: is Exit Melidor, ] H. 
Zar. Read this — and tell me what I ought to anſwer > Þ A 
For I would gladly hear my Brother's Voice. M 

Sel. Say, rather, you would hear the Voice of Heav'n. 9 
Tis not your Brother calls you, but your God. | Etc 
Zar. I know ir, nor reſiſt his awful Will; Tl 
Thou know'ſt, that I have bound my Soul by Oath ; Hi 
But can I — ought I — to engage myſelf, Of 
My Brother, and the Chriſtians, in this Danger? NM 
Seel. Tis not their Danger that alarms your Fear; | — 
Your Love ſpeaks loudeſt ro your ſhrinking Soul; 0 


I know your Heart of Strength to hazard All, 

But it has let in Traitors, who ſurrender | L 

On poor Pretence of Safety: — Learn, at leaſt, 1 
Io underſtand the Weakneſs that deceives you: 


Lou tremble to offend your haughty Lover, 12 
Whom Wrongs and Outrage but endear the more; 14 

Yes — you are blind to Oſinan's cruel Nature, FT; k 
Thar Tartar's Fierceneſs, that obſcures his Bountizes: FF Fa 


This T yger, ſavage in his Tenderneſs, >, 
Courts with Contempt, and threatens amidft Softneſs; | 
Veet cannot your neglected Heart, efface 5 


Eis fared, fix'd Impreſſion Im 
ll | Zar. What Reproach | | Ho 
|| Can I, with Juſtice, make him? — I, indeed, 
1 Have given him Cauſe to bare me! — _ ph Ew 
1 Was not his Throne, was not his Temple ready ? = 
14 Did not he court his Slave to be a Queen? . . 
ll! 4 And have not I declin'd it? — I, who ought Th 
Io tremble, conſcious of affronted Power! An 
Have not I triumph'd o'er his Pride and Love? Fo. 
Seen him ſubmit his own high Will to mine? WI 
And ſacrifice his Wiſhes to my Weakneſs ? Tel 
Sell. Talk we no more of this unhappy Paſſion: Ih. 
What Reſolution will your Virtue takes An 
Zar. All Things combine to fink me to Deſpair:  FEx 


From the Seraglio, Death alone will free me. 


Tong to ſee the Chriſtians happy Climes, 


Yet, | 
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Fer, inthe Moment, while J form that Pray*r, 4 
I ſigh a ſecret With ro languiſh here: 5 44 
How ſad a State is mine! my reſtleſs Soul, ̃ 1 
All ign' rant, what to do, or what to wiſh ? 
My only perfect Senſe, is, That of Pain. | 1H 
O guardian Heaven! protect my Brother's Life: 14 
For I will meet him, and fulfil his Pray'r. 19 
Then, when from Sohyma's — Walls, 9 
His Abſence ſhall unbind his Siſter's Tongue, 
Oſman ſhall learn the Secret of my Birth, 
My Faith unſhaken, and my deathleſs Love; 
He will approve my Choice and pity me. 
| Pl fend my Brother Word, he may expect me; 
Call in the faithful Slave — God of my Fathers! 
FE hepa go [Exit Selima.. 


Let thy Hand ſave me, and thy Will direct. 
Utd Enter Selima and Melidor. 
Go — tell the Chriſtian who intruſted rhee, 
Thar Zara's Heart is fix*d, nor ſhrinks ar Danger; 
And that my fairhful Friend will, at the Hour, 
Expect, and introduce him to his Wiſh, | 
Away — the Sultan comes; he muſt nor find us. 15 
I. Extunt Zara and Selima. 
Enter Oſman and Oraſmin. 
Oſin. Swifter, ye Hours, move on; my Fury glows 
Impatient, and would puſh the Wheels of Time: — 
How now! What Meſſage doſt thou bring? Speak bold- 


What 4 gave ſhe to the Letter ſent her? | 
Mel. She 9 and trembled, and grew pale, and 

| ER} CORO Pe” | 
Then bluſh'd, and read it; and again grew pale; 

And wepr, and ſmil'd, and doubted, and reſolv'd: 

For, after all this Race of vary'd Paſſions, 

When ſhe had ſent me out, and call'd me back, 

Tell him, (ſhe cry*d) who has intruſted thee, 

That Zara's Heart is fix*d, nor fhrinks at Danger; 

And that my faithful Friend will, at the Hour, 
Expect, and introduce _ to his Wiſh, 
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Oſiu. Enough be gone I have no Ear for more, — 
_— and of Io the Slave. 
Leave me, thou 00, Oraſmin. — Leave me Life, n 
K. pee I Oraſmin. 
For ev'ry mortal Aſpect moves my Hate: © 
Leave me to my Diſtraction — I grow mad, 
And cannot bear the Viſage of a Frienxce. 
Leave me to Rage, Deſpair, and Shame, and Wrongs, 
Leave me to ſeek myſelf — and ſhun Mankind. 
[Alone.} Who am I2— Heay'n! Who am I? What 
reſolveI? _ | e 
Zara ! Nereſian! Sound thoſe Words like Names 


Would I could rear her Image from my Heart : — 
NJ were happier, not to live at all, than live 
Her Scorn, the Sport of an ungrateful falſe One! 
And fink the Sovereign in a Woman's Property. 
3 Re-enter Oraſmin. 
 Oraſinin ! — Friend! rerurn I cannot bear 
This Abſence from thy Reaſon: T was unkind, 
T was cruel to obey me, thus diſtreſs d. 
And wanting Power to think when I had loſt thee. 
How goes the Hour? Has he a ee 2 This Rival! 
Periſh the ſhameful Sound — 1 
Has he appear'd below ? 
Oraf. Silent and dark, l 
Th' unbreathing World is huſh'd, as if it heard, 
And liſten'd to your Sorrows. _ 2 
Ofm. O treach'rous Night! 8 
Thou lend'ſt thy ready Veil ro ev'ry Treaſon, 
And teeming Miſchiefs thrive beneath thy Shade. 
Oraſinin ! Prophet! Reaſon! Truth! and Love! 
After ſuch Length of Benefits to wrong me! 
How have Iover- rated, how miſtaken,  _ 
The Merit of her Beauty | Did I not 
Forget I was a Monarch? Did I remember, 
That Zara was a Slave? —— I gavenp All; 
Gave up Tranquillity, Diſtinction, Pride, 
And fell the ſhameful Victim of my Love! 


— wy * . * — * — @— 
— — — — — 2 at - 2 
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Decreed to join — Why pauſe I > — Periſh Zara — 


nis Villain Chriſtian! 


Oraſ. Sir! Sovereign | Sultan! my Imperial Maſter? | 
a eig my Imp = 


Bo 
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Reflect on your own Greatneſs, and diſdain = 
I he diſtant Provyocation. — _ 8 
n. Heard 'ſt thou nothing? 

a My Lord? | 
Gi. A Noife like dying Groans ? 5 
Oraſ. ILliſten, a 
Hut can hear nothing. 5 _ 


Ret 


Oſin. Again! — look our — he comes. — 


Ora. Nor tread of mortal Foor——nor Voice, I hear; — 


The ſtill Seraglio lyes profoundly plung'd 
In Death- e nothing ſtirs. The Air 
Is ſoft, as Infants ſleep; no breathing Wind _ 
| Steals thro the Shadows ro awaken Night. 


Oſin. Horrors, a thouſand Times more dark than theſe, 


Benight my ſuff ring Soul — Thou doſt not Know. 
Io what Exceſs of Tenderneſs I lov'd her. 
I knew no Happineſs but what ſhe gave me, 
Nor cou d have felt a Mis ry bur for her | 
Pity this Weakneſs — mine are Tears, Orafi min ! 
That fall not oft, nor lightly ! — 
DOraſ. Tears! — Oh, Heaven! 
Din. Thefirſt, which ever yer unmann'd my Eyes! 0 
O! pity Zara pity me — Oraſmin, 
| Thele bar forerun the Tears of deſtin'd Blood. 
97 Ds my unhappy Lord! I rremble for you 
D ſiu. Do — tremble at my Sulf rings, at my Love; 5 
At my Reven e, too, tremble —= for tis due, 
— will not be deluded. | 
Hark! Thear 
| The Cre s of Men, along the neighb'ring Wall! — 
O ſin. Fly — ſeize him tis Nereſtan ! wait no Chains, 


| But drag him down to my impatient Eye. ¶ Exit Oraſmin. 


Enter Lara and Selima, in the Dark. = 
Zar. Where art thou Selima? Give me thy Hand; 5 
It is ſo dark, I tremble, as I ſtep, . 
With Fears, and Startings, never felt till now ! 

m. Damnation! tis her Voice ! the well-known 

Sound, 
That has ſo often charm'd me into Baſeneſs ! 
| Oh! theperfidious . ! — ſhe goes _ 
LISA | 2 | 
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To meet the inviting Infidel !— now, now, 


[Drawing a . 
Revenge, ſtand firm, and intercept his Wiſhes : — - 


Revenge! on whom! ——no Matter — Earth and Heavnu # 
Woul bluth ſhould I forbear : — Now —— Zara, now; 


Drops the Dagger 
I muſt not — cannot ſtrike ; rhe ſtarting Steel, 
Unwilling, flies my Hand, and ſhuns ro wound her. 


Zar. This is the private Path come wearer, lead me — 


Are we not noric'd, think ſt thou? 
Sel. Fear nor Madam; ; 


It cannot now be long ere We ſhall meet him. 


Qn. That Word has gi n me back my ebbing Rage; ; 


Recovers the Dagger. 
Zar. I walk in Terror, and my Heart forebodes : * 


Who' s there 2er eſtan Is1 it you : . 8 : 


Oſin. [Stabbing her.] This to thy Heart — 'Tis nor the 
Traitor meets rhee, 


Tis the betray'd — who writes it in thy Blood 


Zar. O gracious Heaven! receive my parting Soul. [ Dies. 
O/in. Soul ? then Revenge has reach'd thee—I will now 
H aſte from this fatal Place —— I cannot leave her 
Whom did I ſtrike > Was this the Act of Love > 
Swallow me Earth! — She's ſilent — Zara's dead! 
And ſhould I live to ſee returning Day; 
*T will ſnew me but her Blood! ſhew me left, joyleks 


In a wide empty World, with nothing round me, 


Bur Penitence and Pain — and yet cwas juſt — 
Hark! Deſtiny has ſent her Lover to me, 


Io fill my Vengeance, and reſtore my Joy. 


Enter Oraſmin with Nereſtan. 


2 Approach thou Wretch! thou more than curs d, come 


near — 
Thou! who, in Gratitude, for Freedom gain'd, 
Haſt given me Miſeries beyond thy own! 


Thou Heart of Hero, with a Traitor's Soul! 


Go — reap thy due Reward, prepare to ſuffer, | 
Whatc'er inventive Malice can inflict, 

To make thee feel thy Death, and periſh low. oY 

Arc my Commands obgy'd ? | 

| 0 47 All 


Oo 282 22892082 


Fg pF mn ir dj) td 


V. 


E 


The Tracey of ZARA. | 45 


Oraſ. All is prepar'd. | 
Oſm. Thy wanton Eyes look d in Search & her, 
Whoſe Love, deſcending ro a Slave like thee, _ 


From my diſhonour'd Hand receiv d her room: 
See! where ſhe lies — 


Ner. O fatal, rath Miſtake! _ 

Oſin. Do'it chou behold her, Slave ? 

Ner. Unhappy Siſter! 

Ofin. Siſter ! — Did'ſ thou ſay Siſter > If thou Gd, 


hBleis me with Deafneſs, Heaven! 


Ner. Tyrant! I did — 


She was my Siſter — All that now is left thee, 
Diſpatch — From my diſtracted Heart, drain, next, 
| The Remnant of the Royal Chriſtian Blood: | 


Old Lyfignan, expiring in my Arms, 


Sent his roo wretched Son, with his laſt Blefling 


To his now murder'd Daughter! — 


Would I had ſeen the bleeding Innocent! 
I would have liv d to ſpeak to her in Death; 


Would have awaken'd, in her languid Heart, 


A livelier Senſe of her abandon d God: 
That God, who, left by her, forſook her too, 
And gave the poor loſt Suff rer to thy Rage. 


O/m. Thy Siſter! — Laſignan her Father — Selima! - 


Can this be true > — and have I wrong'd thee, Zara? 


Sel. Thy Love was all the Cloud 'rwixr her and Heav'n! 
Oſin. Be dumb — for thou art baſe, to add Diſtraction” 


To my already more than bleeding Heart: 
And was thy Love fincere > — What then remains? 


Ner. Why ſhould a Tyrant heſitate on Murder * 


There now remains bur mine, of all the Blood, 
Which, rhro' thy Father's cruel Reign and thine, 
Has never ceas d to ſtream on Hias Sands: 
| Reſtore a Wretch to his unhappy Race; 

Nor hope, that Torments, after ſuch a Scene, 


Can force one feeble Groan, to feaſt thy 8 


II waſte my fruitleſs Words in empty Air; 


The Tyrant, o'er the bleeding Wound he made, 
Hangs his moving ng Eye, and heeds not me. 
Oſin. O Zara 


Or. 
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46 The TAGE DY of ZARA. 
Ora. Alas! my Lord, return — whither would Grief 
Tranſporx your 3 Heart >— This Chriſtian Dog - 
Oſin. Take off his Ferters, and obſerve my Will; | 
To him and all his Friends give inftant Liberty: 
Pour a Profuſion of the richeſt Gifts Al 
On theſe unhappy Chriſtians; and, when heap'd - 
With vary'd Benefits, and charg'd with Riches, - 
Give them ſafe Conduct to the neareſt Port. 
a Oraſ. But, an. 1 : 
Oſin. Reply not, but obey —— $98 
Fly — nor diſpute thy Maſter's laſt Command, 
Thy Prince, who orders and thy Friend, who loves thee! 
_ Go — loſe no Time — farewel — be gone — and thou 
Unhappy Warrior! — yet leſs loſt than I! — 
_ Haſte from our bloody Land — and, to thy own, 
Convey this poor pale Object of my Rage: 
Thy King, and all his Chriſtians, when they hear 
Thy Miſeries, ſhall mourn them, with their Tears; 

But, if thou rell'ſt them mine, and tell'ſt them truly, 
They, who ſhall hate my Crime, ſhall pity me. 
Take, roo, this Poignard with thee, which my Hand 

Has tain'd with Blood, far dearer than my own z 
Tell them — with this, I murder'd her I lov'd ; 

The nobleſt, and moſt virtuous among Women! 

The Soul of Innocence, and Pride of Truth! 

Tell them I laid my Empire at her Feer; 

Tell them, I plung'd my Dagger in her Blood; 

Tell them, I ſo ador'd — and thus reveng d her, 

een [Stabs himſelf. 

Revy'rence this Hero — and conduct him ſafe. Dies. 
Ner. Direct me, Great Inſpirer of the Soul! . 
How I ſhould act, how judge, in this Diſtreſs > + 
Amazing Grandeur! and deteſted Rape! 2 2V 
Ev'n I, amidſt my Tears, admire this Foe, 
And mourn his Death, who liv'd to give me Woe; © 
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| H RE, take a Surfeit, Sirs, of being jeulous; 
And fpun the Pains that plague thoſe Turk iſh Fellows: 


Where Love and Death join Hands, their Darts confounding, | 
Save us, good Henv'n! from this new Way of Woundmg ! 1 
| Curs'd Climate! — where, to Cards, a lone-left Woman n 
Has only one of her Black-Guards to ſtrmmon ! EE L 
| Sighs, and ſits mop'd, with her tame Beaſt to gaze at: 
Aud, that cold Ireat, is all the Game ſhe plays at! 
fon — ſhould ſhe once, ſome abler Hand be trying, 
Poignard's the Word ! — and the firſt Deal is — Dying! 
| 'sLife, ſhould the bloody Whim get Ground in Britain, 
Where Woman's Freedom has ſuch Heights to {it ons 
Daggers, provok'd, would bring on Deſolution; 
Aud murder'd Belles un-people Half the Nation ! — 
Fain would I help this Play to move Compaſſion, 
Aud lice, to hunt Suſpicion out of Faſhion, —— 
Four Motives ſtrongly recommend to Lovers, 
Hate of this Weakneſs, that our Scene diſcovers. 1 
Firſi then — A Woman will, or won't — depend on't + 
If ſbe will do't, ſbe will; — and there's au Luid ont. | 
but, , ſhe won't, — fince ſafe and ſound your traft is, 
Fear is Affront; and Fealouſy Injultice. 
Next, — He who bids his Dear do what ſhe pleaſes, 
Blunts Wedlock's Edge, and all its Torture eaſes - 
For — not to feel your Suff rings, is the ſame 
g 4s not 20 ſuffer : — All the Diff 'rence — Name. 
I Thirdly, — The jealous Husband wrongs his Honoar 
No Wife goes lame, without ſome Hurt upon her : 
And the malicious World will ſtill be gueſſing, 
Who oft dines out, diſlikes her own Cook's Dreſſing. 
Fourthly, and Laſtly, — To conclude my Lecture, 
Tf you would fix th inconſtant Wife — reſpect ber. 
be who perceives her Virtues woer-rated, 2 
il fear to have th' Account more juſily ſtated + : 
Ind bor wing, from her Pride, the Good-Wife"s Seeming, | | 
Grow really ſuch — to merit your Eſteeming. | 
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